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	1. Episode 0: Revolution of Alchemy

It is London, in the 1800's. Civilization abounds, and science speeds ahead, neck and neck with technology. Knowledge is power, and without ambition, one is left in the dust. Superstitions of old are fading, as is faith in them, and trust is instead placed in the future; the future of mankind, and his independence from ways of old. Such is the way of society! Britain flourishes in power and influence, its stony buildings and spires growing each day. Rain falls upon the cities of England, upon the brick, mortar, and stone bricks of cathedrals, like river tongues lashing about at stern boulders upon the waning dusk light. Through this stoic melancholy, gleaming torches of ingenuity are seen in the faint darkness: institutes of learning. The pathway is revealed!

Or is it? One man's stark conviction stands in its way; yet, he is but one man. And in this world, one man alone can do naught.

He is a man of ambition, but the flow of the raging river is absolute; deter from the path and one is shunned spectacularly, cast out into the streets! If one's knowledge is not considered correct knowledge, leading down the _correct_ path, it is not knowledge at all. There is no persuasion, there is no compromise. For though revolution is quick and swift in this age, it is a movement, and resistance to this power is frowned upon.

This man has been tossed aside for his ideals, slouched in the rain, forced outdoors as he peers upwards at the glowing doorway before him. The owner of the mansion stood above, silhouetted in the warm glow of the hearth.

"I beg of you, sire, reconsider!" pleaded the lanky, rain-soaked man. His face was long and his eyes small, hidden by locks of wet, black hair. It was the look of a man who worked himself to the bone, sacrificing sleep, even food. "Please, reconsider! I have...I have proof. I have tests, experiments, and charts! Should you think all these as naught? I have worked so very hard these last - "

"Silence!" snapped the manor lord. "I will have no more of this heresy. The mixing of supernatural and science? They are separate institutes of knowledge, and one is quickly fading into the past, Dr. Jekyll. I cannot allow my funds to be squandered any longer on the pursuit of fairy tales and monsters that science has proven do not exist."

"I can prove they do, sire. I have charts, I have graphs, I have - "

"You are one man, Dr. Jekyll," boomed the shadowed figure. "One. Man."

Dr. Jekyll, brushing his long, oily black hair from his face, blinked furiously through the downpour drenching his form. "I am a scientist, sire!"

"You are a scientist, perhaps," replied the figure. "But you are not science itself."

"One scientist can begin a revolution!"

"That is a gamble, Dr. Jekyll. And a gamble that will not be made on the funds my organization provides for you."

Gazing at the cobblestone underneath his worn dress shoes, Dr. Jekyll gulped a few times, clutching his half-open briefcase, the papers inside now ruined. He took a deep breath.

"I have never let you down, sire," muttered he.

The manor lord seemed to puff up in anger. "You have now!" he roared. "Your debaucle at the meeting this evening filled me with disgust! You may be knowledgeable in eugenics, machinery, perhaps even astronomy, and brilliant in chemistry...but to speak of _ghosts, vampires, and fairies_ at my meeting..." He paused.

"I - "

"I was made a fool! My friends, my rivals, my colleagues; I spoke so highly of you to them! Only to hear you blabber on and on as if from a children's book! What is this, Jack and the Beanstalk? Are we to hunt down unicorns at the next meeting? Will you bring us a demon in a box? Our business ventures are over, Dr. Jekyll. Your contributions to the organization have been accepted with thanks, but this is a scientific endeavor, not a wishy-washy ring of fairy tale hunters."

"But I have - "

"_Good day._"

And the manor lord slammed the door in Dr. Jekyll's face. The swift movement blew unruly strands of his hair about as he cringed. Then, it was quiet, save for the sound of falling rain all around him; an ocean of sound as he closed his eyes and looked skyward.

He stood there, dejected, for some time, before he decided to move.

"Where will I go?" whispered he to himself. "What will I do...?"

Slowly, he turned about and walked down the cobble towards the road, the streetlamps leading him onward; lights in the darkness. As he trudged, his expression fell to one of sadness, and despair. Indeed, what would he do? Without funding, even if he could _prove_ the existence of vampires, fairies, or ghosts, to someone who _might_ listen, he could do naught. Without his backer, he was broke – no, _broken_; nothing but a rambling lunatic. He was a radical. He had presented his scientific proof these many occasions amidst applause, building his credentials, but had made the mistake of diverting too quickly to his true pursuit: the supernatural. It was too much for them; clever words he had painstakingly prepared to say fell upon deaf ears. As he readied his materials afore each meeting, he had already readied the presentation he gave today! They were stepping stones, each one, to the stop of the staircase where science may join with the supernatural. But, everyone stopped before the top, save him.

Now, he had realized he stood alone.

Outside the gate, he sat upon the wet bench nearby. Dropping his briefcase to the sidewalk, he untied his tie about his neck, unbuttoned the top buttons of his once-pristine shirt, and held his face in his hands. His ideals, his methodology, his ambitions: they had brought him to abandonment.

Footsteps reached his ears, and pattering of rain against an umbrella. He did not look up. The approaching individual stopped shortly, undoubtedly having seen him upon the bench, and it was quiet for a minute or so. Dr. Jekyll felt himself being inspected, but he did not care. Soon, the individual took slow steps forward, and the sounds of the briefcase being picked up and opened reached his ears, followed by rustling papers. More time went by, firstly without Dr. Jekyll's minding, then with a growing feeling of angst. This person was going through his work. He had given up, but it still irked him, somehow. Who did this person think they were?

Dr. Jekyll did not raise his head. "Do you _mind_?" he said loudly through his hands. "One does not fancy their life's work being rummaged through by a stranger."

A smooth, sleek voice met his ears through the rainfall. "With genius ideals as these, one such as you will always remain a stranger." It bore a slight German accent...

Slowly, Dr. Jekyll looked up.

Before him stood a bespectacled young man. Like his voice, his face was sleek, his temperament calm, yet intrigued. About his glasses fell reddish-brown hair, trimmed yet stylish. He wore a black long-coat and held a white umbrella in his free hand; in the other, Dr. Jekyll's research papers – the dry ones, at least.

"And you are?" asked Dr. Jekyll.

"Sir Hyde," replied the young man, then he laughed. "Well, I should say, Sir Hyde _Jr_. Reputed chemist and engineer. Surely, you have heard of me?"

Dr. Jekyll, expressionless, shook his head gently.

"Shame," said Hyde, looking about. "Though, if you _had_ heard of me, that is what I should have wanted you to hear."

"What are you playing at, Hyde? If you don't mind, I'm experiencing the crashing-down of my life's work; I'd prefer to relish it _alone_."

"My apologies," chuckled Hyde. "Allow me to re-introduce myself." He bowed. "I am Sir Hyde, reputed astrologist, warlock, and alchemist, _Dr. Jekyll_."

Dr. Jekyll's eyes widened. He put his hands down and sat up a bit. "Did you say..."

"Don't go giving away my secret now!" Hyde returned, glancing around. "If my scientific colleagues knew of my secret practices and contact rings, they'd have my work and my head all in the same night!" He then laughed glowingly, like a beacon in the rain.

"Con-contact rings?" stuttered Dr. Jekyll, slowly standing up. His life of studies and toils was flashing before his eyes, the gears turning quickly, one after the other...

"Well, of course," replied Hyde. "With alternate names, as well, such as mine: _Dr. Ilstein_. One must never be alone. In this two-faced society of those who apply science, and the underground of those who relish the supernatural, there are not many you can trust."

"How did you know I was here?" whispered Dr. Jekyll, somewhat breathless.

"We have been watching you for some time, Doctor," said Hyde, placing the papers back in the briefcase. He then took out a handkerchief to dry his hands. "We could not approach you with your former...funder about. The scientific revolution follows a strict set of unspoken rules. Your funder was a core figure in a tight-knit group of know-it-alls. We tend to be more...open-minded, considering we all dabble in all sorts of things in the name of discovery! His rivals were our funders, it is how we learned of you, and your 'debacle' upon the eve."

Dr. Jekyll was fully to his feet now. "What do you want from me?"

Hyde leaned in close. He smelled of fresh paper and oiled lamps. "Someone like you doesn't belong in a tight-lipped conglomerate of aged old-timers." He handed the briefcase back to Dr. Jekyll. "The things in here...they are things we would have never even thought of. Sure, science advances alone. Sure, the supernatural is a thing to behold. But none had ever thought to combine the two."

"Direct research by science of the supernatural!" Dr. Jekyll proclaimed. "Such an ideal could propel mankind itself into the new age. The very implications of it!" He wrung his hands, a smile forming across his face. "If the characteristics of the supernatural could be pulled, much like chemicals, from the beings themselves, and attributed to the existence of man, he could be evolved forward. He and his descendants would begin a positive spiral! But that's not enough, no! In the same way good reactions can be produced from harmful chemicals and those beneficial to humans as well, surely the same can be said of evil entities...thus my research of the paranormal. But to do so would require the sort of technology I have not, nor have the means to acquire. If that could be produced...if there was no limit to what I needed, what I could utilize, just think of the possibilities! Why, we could invent the next stage of man in the evolution of his species! Perhaps even become gods!"

Hyde listened to all this without a word. Dr. Jekyll, breathless after his rant, stopped to look over at him, his eyes wide and excited.

"Mr. Hyde?" muttered he.

"Dr. Jekyll," said Hyde proudly, extending a hand. "Let us do our work."


	2. Episode 1: Exodus of Faith

"Dr. Omen," smirked Dr. Ilstein, "let us do our _work_."

He was now a tiny frail-looking man. His small figure was draped in a bloodstained lab coat that dangled beneath him, for he had not human legs, but a set of four, metal, spidery appendages that protruded from his back like some grotesque parasite. His hands too, were of a spidery, inhuman nature: long, black, metal, and bearing several knuckles. They too, dangled beneath him. His face was mostly covered with gigantic orange goggles that concealed his eyes, and long maroon hair streaked with scarlet fell down around his face, like drops of blood trickling along. His mouth was set in a large smile, revealing a mouth full of inhuman, disturbingly sharp teeth. He tottered along, rising to only about four feet tall. Resembling a praying mantis, he ventured along next to his partner.

Dr. Omen was now a massive man, standing at around fifteen feet tall. His entire body was covered in a white trench coat that trailed behind him like cape or a tail. Long, expansive sleeves made room for colossal, black metal claws that swung at his sides gracefully. Underneath the bottom of his coat could be seen enormous feet, encased in black, spiked iron boots that seemed as if they alone could pound a human into a pulp. His white collar concealed the entire lower part of his pale face, and the top was concealed by long, oily black hair that fall down his back and around his head like a cloak in and of itself. His eyes, like the other man's, were concealed with not orange, but blue goggles that glowed with what seemed like a demonic energy. He towered above the other man, bearing with him a presence that would strike fear into even the most hardened soldier.

"The shrine does not know vat is _coming_," continued Dr. Ilstein. "Caliope is ready at dusk to _begin_ the undead scourge upon ze village. The fortress shall _pulse_. Zen, she will _shepherd_ ze goddesses and ze shrine maiden towards ze Darkmoon's nucleic soul collection reactor, after vich Ryuki will move in for ze _kill_. Ze targets' powers will be _absorbed_ by ze spiraling nucleus and then ze attack upon Moriya Shrine will be a _success_."

Dr. Omen did not speak for several moments. He glided along monstrously, emanating a feeling of power and dread. His glowing eyes only stared ahead, his hair and coat trailing behind.

"Very good...my friend," said the great Dr. Omen slowly, in a deep, thunderous, inhuman voice. "Very...good..."

* * *

><p>"Sanae Kochiya here, it's nice to meet you! Welcome to the Moriya shrine! I hope you enjoy your visit!"<p>

The young girl bowed respectfully, pausing as she swept the stone tiles in front of the great elaborate shrine. She was pretty, with sparkling emerald eyes, and smooth, flowing green hair, like a waterfall upon her back, that fell down around her fair face and emphasized her sweet smile. She was dressed in Moriya shrine garb, comprising of a blue hakama and a white haori, each decorated with stars and constellations. In her bangs she wore a cute frog clip, and in the locks by her face a white snake ornament, bunching her hair together like a pigtail. Despite this unusual attire, she was always greeted with glee and love, for she was a popular person among the villagers nearby. She helped everyone she met, and performed all her duties as shrine maiden to the best of her abilities! Her kagura dances awed attendees, and festivals held for the deity of the shrine were packed every year, filled with people from regions all around!

But, there was no one here right now. Nor, had there been for weeks now. Sanae sighed and slouched a bit, feeling dejected.

"Not even one visitor," mumbled the girl, continuing to sweep, her sleeves billowing about. "Where has everyone gone?"

She continued her chore for a while in silence, dwelling on this phenomenon, until she heard a rustle nearby.

"Sanae Kochiya here, it's nice to meet you!" she proclaimed immediately. "Welcome to the Moriya shrine! I hope you enjoy your visit!"

A spotted rabbit hopped out of the bushes. The shrine maiden sighed again. "Welcome," she muttered. She looked closer at the rabbit, noticing its two spots adjacent to each other. "Oh, it's you. Well at least you're back. Unfortunately, we'd rather have humans than rabbits as visitors here..."

"Wouldn't be too bad!" came a crisp girl's voice.

After the rabbit, on all fours, as well as hopping in time with the animal, came a tiny blonde girl. On her head was a massively oversized brown hat, with eyes atop like a frogs. This lively, bouncing girl wore a small navy shirt with long white sleeves over her tiny hands, with a blue skirt to match. How her knee-high white socks stayed still on her little legs as she hopped was a mystery not even Sanae could solve. This curious individual popped out of the bushes and gazed at Sanae with golden eyes.

Sanae smiled weakly. "Yeah...wouldn't be too bad, huh?"

The girl cocked her head to the side, not even hopping as the rabbit continued onward. "What's biting you, Sanae-chan?"

Sanae swept half-heartedly with her wooden broom. Then, suddenly, "Sanae Kochiya here, it's nice to meet you! Welcome to the Moriya shrine! I hope you enjoy your visit!"

The little girl jumped back in surprise. "Wah! Hey, what do you mean!? I live here!"

"I know, Suwako-sama," mumbled Sanae, slouching again. "I just wish there were other humans coming here too, sometimes. I've been alone for some time, now..."

"I'm here!" snapped Suwako, waving her arms and sleeves around crazily. "I'm here too, y'know!"

"You and Kanako-sama are goddesses, though," sighed Sanae, looking skyward. "Not that I don't love you two...it's just...I'm worried."

Suwako settled down and watched Sanae gazing upwards, the shrine maiden's eyes illuminated by the sun. They were sad, and lonely. The little goddess slowly hopped over to her and grasped part of her hakama in her tiny hand.

"Hm?" Sanae looked down.

"I love you too, Sanae-chan," said Suwako, looking up at her.

Sanae laughed, lively and clear. "No matter how many times this happens, I always have this image of you as a little sister." She giggled.

Suwako puffed up. "I am your goddess! I am hundreds of years old! _I am the big sister here!_"

But she could not contain her laughter, either, and soon the two girls were giggling and spinning about on the stone tiles, the cool spring air in their lungs, the sun shining brightly. Once they had settled down, Sanae set her broom aside and stretched a bit.

"What a nice day," she said happily.

"A good day for hopping!"

"That's all you ever do."

"I suppose so...but if I'm happy, what does it matter?"

Sanae smiled, but then her smile faded. "Suwako, why do you think no one's coming to the shrine?"

Suwako sat down, gazing at the forest around her and the stone steps leading down to the village.

"Not even one person from the village has come up here in an unbearably long time," Sanae continued quietly. "And when I go to the village myself, there are less and less people there every time. Are they leaving?"

Suwako did not reply for a bit. "Sanae-chan."

"Hm?"

"The world is changing."

Sanae was confused. "What...what are you talking about, Suwako?"

"Faith in us is dwindling, Sanae-chan," said the small goddess. "It was strong after the war, but it seems it has not withstood the test of time, and I have...this weight on my chest. I'm growing weaker for it..."

The shrine maiden rushed over to the girl and put a hand on her shoulder. "Weaker? What do you mean? Tell me!"

Suwako grinned hesitantly. "Well, it's like I said: faith in us is weakening, as humans advance. They don't need us gods as much anymore. I can feel it...the other gods feel the same. We aren't the only shrine in the world to have this happen to us."

"But if you continue to grow weaker," muttered Sanae worriedly, "what will...what will happen to you?"

Suwako looked away, out at the horizon across the beautiful valleys. "Perhaps we should leave, too," she said softly.

Sanae stood up, shocked. "Leave? But...where is there to go? What about the Moriya Shrine? We can't just up and leave! What about me doing my best to rebuild faith in you? I'll do it! I'll do my best! And every year we'll have the festival and Kanako-sama will be there and you'll be there and we'll be just as happy as ever!"

"Sanae-chan..."

"And...and...I can write home about this...and everyone will be so proud...and...and..."

"No, don't cry, Sanae-chan!" Suwako said quickly, seeing Sanae's eyes filling with tears. "You love it here, don'tcha?"

Sanae rubbed her eyes. "Mhm..."

"Sanae-chan..."

"Hm?"

"We may just have to leave after all," said Suwako. "Things aren't looking good, and gaining faith is harder than losing faith. It'll take years to restore all we've lost in the last few days alone...and if people are just leaving the village left and right, we won't have a choice."

"This is too sudden!"

"It's not as bad as you think, Sanae-chan," comforted Suwako. "The youkai I met with said she could bring the shrine with us, too."

Sanae was quiet. "What...do you mean?"

Suwako started hopping around. "She was super duper nice! She said she'd seen this sort of thing before. Sometimes even people like us need a safe sanctuary. Her name was Yukari Yakumo. She said she'd transported some vampires and their whole mansion before, to this pretty place called Gensokyo."

"Genso...kyo?"

Suwako nodded crazily, but her hat stayed on. "It's a haven for gods, youkai, vampires, and all kind of other people. There's even another shrine maiden there, a really powerful one!"

Sanae's eyes started sparkling. "Another...shrine maiden?"

"Yep!" Suwako looked back at her, her golden eyes shining. "A human village too! Gods are popular there, we could gain faith back in no time. And with more people than just humans, it'll make me and Kanako-sama stronger than ever."

The Moriya shrine maiden gazed over at her beloved broom she had swept the steps of the shrine with for so many years. She had always dreamed of being a shrine maiden, and here she was...even if it was for the better, should she let her own life change so quickly?

"Sanae-chan," Suwako said, "I don't want to live fearing for my life every day..."

Sanae jumped. "You're right! I'm sorry I was so inconsiderate! You and Kanako-sama's health are the most important th-thing!" She wiped away tears. "I'm just...gonna go to the shed for...a...l-little bit." The tears kept coming, and she quickly walked away into the shrine building, leaving her broom behind.

Suwako watched her go. "What a sweet girl," she said quietly.

Then, her eyes darkened as she continued looking over the valley. The village could faintly be seen below.

"This weight on my chest," she muttered to herself. "It's not about leaving. I feel as if...as if something is _coming_."

* * *

><p>That night, the moon shone brightly upon the Moriya shrine. It was calm, and quiet, and not a cloud in the sky. As Sanae finished the last of her chores for the day, rummaging around in the shed, her way lit by the light of a paper lantern, Suwako hopped in behind her.<p>

"Sanae-chan," said the little goddess. "How ya doin'?"

Sanae jumped a little. "Oh!" Then, she slouched a bit, looking dejected again. "Oh, it's you..."

Suwako hesitated. "Um...so are you all right?"

"I guess..."

"I'm sorry if I hit you with all of that at once," said Suwako. "Kanako-sama and I have been struggling for days now about how we'd go about telling you. You just...looked so sad all the time! We knew we had to do something about it."

Sanae was quiet. She absent-mindedly straightened a jar on a nearby shelf about three times.

"This Yukari Yakumo is a well known youkai," continued Suwako. "Kanako-sama has heard tales of her for a long time. Only those especially in need are given the chance to go to Gensokyo for help. This is the only opportunity we'll get to make things better."

The shrine maiden sighed. "I suppose you're right." She glanced to the side. "I'm sorry for being...so...dramatic. I didn't really have the shrine's best interests at heart." Then, she smiled weakly, but Suwako could still faintly see tears forming, glinting in the lantern light. "I have a long way to go, still!"

"You're doing fabulously, Sanae-chan!" chirped the goddess. "We're leaving for Gensokyo sometime next week. Kanako-sama is making some of the final preparations and stuff, and I need to gather my Mishaguji together. And once we get to Gensokyo, you can meet the other shrine – " Suwako stopped short.

Sanae was quiet. "Suwako-sama?" she said at length, leaning forward slightly.

Suddenly, Suwako shot into the air, spinning quickly to face the doorway, her arms shooting out to either side, spread wide, sleeves flapping. Her eyes glowed with energy, and swirling tendrils of magic began to form a shield before her with a loud hum. Before it could be formed, however, a shockwave blasted through the small shed, breaking the goddess' shield, blasting her backwards into Sanae violently. Vases, jars, and shelves were cast down with an enormous racket, shattering and breaking into pieces. The paper lantern fell upon this mess and a fire began, dashing quickly from wood to wood.

"Suwako-sama!" screamed Sanae, struggling to get to her feet, as dust and splinters rained down. The shed was barely still standing. "Suwako-sama!"

The little goddess choked and spat blood. Her hands were burned terribly, but healed in the blink of an eye.

A woman then appeared in the doorway. She was Kanako Yasaka, the true goddess of the Moriya shrine. With voluminous navy hair, scarlet eyes, and a black dress hemmed with red flower patterns, she looked like she meant business. On her chest was a small mirror, reflecting the rest of the world. She watched the girls like a hawk, as if waiting for them to question her authority. Behind her floated a large shimenawa, a ring of twisted rope with shide, long zigzag paper streamers that brought blessings. She was quite intimidating, but soon her face became soft, as she sped forward.

"Are you two well?" asked the woman. "Suwako?"

"Kanako-sama!" whimpered Sanae, holding the choking Suwako. "What happened? Suwako-sama, she just...and a thing came and...and..."

"Hush!" ordered Kanako. "I defended myself against the wave as well, dear shrine maiden, from all the way across the mountain. I then came as quickly as I could, as I sense a great darkness coming." Her eyes narrowed. "It's powerful." She held a hand on Suwako's chest, and the little goddess ceased choking and relaxed. "Suwako saved your life, Sanae-chan."

"What was...what was that wave?" whispered Suwako, getting to her feet. "It was beyond anything I've ever felt..."

"I know not," replied Kanako. Then, her brows furrowed, and she quickly looked down at the mirror on her chest. It began to vibrate quickly, ringing with a low hum, its reflection fluctuating, unclear.

"Kanako-sama!" shouted Sanae, holding herself. "What is going on?"

Kanako whirled around and glided out the doorway, the shrine maiden following, with Suwako clinging to her. A great gust of wind was blowing about Moriya shrine, the roaring of the trees around them growing louder and louder. They were pelted with leaves. A great mass of fog was blowing in from the valley..._unnatural_ fog, coming like a rushing tide. Somehow, the night was becoming darker. Raising a pointed finger to the sky, Kanako uttered words that would haunt Sanae for many years.

"The moon is..._black_."

Above, the sky was torn open like fabric, and through this dark hole was emerging an unbelievably massive black orb, miles wide. Its surface was smooth, blemish-free, and beautiful. It produced no sound, only floating eerily from its portal, blocking out the glow of the moon, blanketing the girls in stuffy darkness.

As it slipped into the world, a feeling grew in Sanae's mind, a stuffy presence. She strained to see, and clenched her fists at her sides, as if a weight was on her chest, holding her down. It was not a physical duress, it was if she could feel the size and weight of this omen above her, bearing down upon her, like a predator.

"It has come!" declared Suwako. "Kanako!"

Kanako stamped a foot in a show of strength. The ground shook from it. "This is the presence that has been gnawing at my insides for many a week! And now it shows itself!"

"What do we do?" whimpered Sanae.

"The black moon is an omen of destruction," replied Kanako forcefully. "Other gods have spoken to me of its ill-fated appearance...I thought them but rumors only...but, now..." She paused. "We do not have a week to prepare to leave for Gensokyo, we may only have a few minutes! Suwako, the youkai's card of incantations, quickly!"

"Someone's coming up the steps!" shouted Sanae, pulling out her gohei rod – a small blessed staff adorned with papers and ornaments. She took a few steps back, fearful. Indeed, a white figure could be seen coming through the fog, climbing up the steps before them. Clinking and dragging of chains could be heard.

"My strength," muttered Suwako, as her energy faded, and she fell into a heap on the tiles. "My strength is being drained..." She strained to look up at the moon. "It must have been that wave..." She took a small card from her pocket and handed it to Kanako, and upon her touch it started to glowing with a humming purple energy.

Kanako grit her teeth. "This strange thing requires a massive amount of power. It will take me some time to gather it. Shrine maiden!"

Sanae jumped. "Yes, Kanako-sama?"

"Your loyalty to this shrine is tested this night! Defend this place from this encroaching darkness! I sense youkai among them...and other presences..."

Sanae gulped, but held her ground as the figure came. "I will!"

In a blast of wind, Kanako shot into the sky. The glowing card's light could be seen as she flew away, like a shooting star. The gust created by her takeoff pushed back the fog, and Sanae laid eyes upon her foe.

It was a girl, looking Sanae's age. Her skin was pure white, as was her hair, and her robe, like a doll that had not been painted. Her locks were long and straight, but they did not accentuate her eyes, for she had none! Only black sockets remained, staring ahead lifelessly. Her great, billowing sleeves produced untold links of black chains that snaked about in every direction, like living metal vines. She wore tight, black leather pants, and walked forward very slowly, like a ghost. Her face was emotionless...

"Who are you?" shot Sanae, readying her gohei rod. Small blue masses of supernatural energy, danmaku, formed around it, ready to be fired. "Speak your name!"

"She cannot," uttered Suwako, struggling to stand. "It's an undead." Her eyes narrowed. "Though, an undead of a level of power I thought not possible. A level on par with very powerful youkai themselves..."

"What?"

"Look out!"

The chain-wreathed girl blasted forward, waves of fog emanating from around her, and raised her arms, from which exploded hundreds – if not thousands – of chains. They swirled and wove about, and then shot at Sanae like needles!

The shrine maiden leaped aside and rolled, spinning and twirling through them agilely. Danmaku fired from her gohei rod collided with the undead's many arms and disintegrated them, only to be replaced by more. Sanae took flight – an ability she had only recently learned – and sped into the air, firing danmaku after danmaku, shooting down the chains as they came. But the undead girl dug her black links into the stone tiles like tentacles, and rose up to pursue the shrine maiden! A great battle ensued, as Sanae, still unsure of her flight, whirled around, unleashing wave after wave of danmaku at her foe, who summoned tendril after tendril of chains to defend and attack, like a great hundred-armed octopus.

Suwako, coughing and stumbling about, wobbled back towards Moriya shrine's great bell – its Suzu!

"If I can ring this bell," muttered the little goddess, "I can call all nearby Mishaguji to aid..." She drug herself onward. "If I could just..."

Up above, Kanako watched the battle below, gritting her teeth and gathering the required energy to allow them all to escape to Gensokyo! She cringed each time as Sanae was caught by one chain after another, bleeding, slowly being cut down. The undead seemed unaffected by even a direct hit from Sanae...

"What is this?" said the goddess, glaring up at the black moon. "Who has come? Who dares to threaten us?"

Without warning, a fist sunk into her stomach, knocking her breath out. A shock wave blew out, impacting the tiles below and pushing the fog out in a circle. Kanako, her body wracked with pain, caught only a glimpse of a man's toned, muscular body, flowing white hair, and a black, demonic eye, before she was flung downwards through the roof of her own shrine, crashing through the wooden beams like a rag doll, colliding against the ground with a rumble.

"Kanako-sama!" screamed Sanae, but she could do naught to help. She was being cut, and injured, bit by bit, as her own energy reserves drained slowly. She was fighting a high-level undead – no human could outlast such a being in battle. "I have to end this, somehow!" she cried, somersaulting around a large mass of chains that the undead was swinging around like a club.

Kanako exploded from the heap of wooden rubble she had been buried underneath. The spell card was still gathering energy. Seething, she looked up at the culprit of the attack, only to see him zooming at her relentlessly! She raised a hand, forming a shield; only a moment later, the man's attack came, his fist slamming against Kanako's shield, sending rubble flying everywhere and blowing Kanako's clothes about.

She found herself face to face with a very lean man with a sleek face. Unlike previously, only his left eye hummed with black, demonic energy, exuding smoke, while the other burned with white, divine light, steaming. His gaze bore into Kanako fiercely, his exposed torso covered in tattoos. Around his waist were many different belts, upon his legs he wore thick, black leathery pants; yet, he had not shoes. He seemed like he was having the time of his life, his mouth curled up in a great psychotic smile, revealing double rows of sharp teeth.

"A goddess," he seethed. His voice was as many voices, echoing eerily. He paused, then, "Pathetic."

Kanako narrowed her eyes.

Quickly, with a boom, she summoned two of her levitating onabashira – great, carved, wooden pillars used ceremonially at Shinto festivals – and swung them around with lightning speed. These enormous towers slammed into the man with incredible power, sending him rocketing away into the forest, blasting apart trees as he went, flailing.

She stood there, upright and strong. "Yes. Yes you are," she said.

As the man crashed through the foliage and trunks, he suddenly spun around – barely missing one as he passed – and dug his foot into it, ripping it from its roots and kicking the great tree flying back at Kanako. Standing still, arms folded, the goddess' onabashira swung of their own accord and deflected the projectile, even as more and more came. The demonic man was tearing the entire forest apart, flinging it bit by bit at Kanako, sending foliage flying everywhere.

Kanako thought herself with the advantage here, but the man landed upon the forest floor and took hold of a trunk nearby, and there was a crunching, and the entire tree _petrified_, _instantaneously_, turning to solid rock, including the leaves. He held up the tree and swung it violently, smashing others out of the way, and the stone-leaves flew like razors at the shrine. Wooden beams were cut, Sanae was cut, the undead girl was cut – though unaffected – and Kanako pulled her onabashira together like a shield, and they were pelted relentlessly.

Once the barrage had stopped, Kanako opened her shield to see what would happen next, but the man was before her, with the stone tree, already swinging, his smile wide and his eyes aglow. Kanako's shield had been separated, and in that instant, he had gotten close. It was too late, she had no time to react!

A great white snake, hundreds of feet in length and a head the size of a small car, bounded from behind the shrine, hissing like a steam factory. It descended on the demon man, and he swung the stone tree at the snake instead, sending its head smashing into the tile and rubble nearby, as Kanako leaped back, holding her chest.

"Who..." muttered she. "Who are these people...?"

The demon man and the Mishaguji engaged in a fierce battle! The snake whirled its tail around, slamming into the ground again and again, the man rolling and spinning around it, swinging his petrified tree as a club. Once or twice he hit the beast, crushing its face into the shrine walls and the tiles below.

"Mishaguji!" yelled Suwako, catching sight of the beast. She was still struggling to stand. "Mishaguji, lend me your power!" She tripped, and cursed under her breath. "I must...join the fight..."

The snake turned to channel energy to its master, the little goddess, but it was a distraction the demon man needed. He grasped his weapon and tore it in two; it was now two sharp stone wedges! He threw it like a spear, a shock wave emanating from the force of his throw.

But one of Kanako's onabashira intercepted it, and both the wooden pillar and the stone wedge were blown apart. The Mishaguji spun around and snapped at the man, and he found himself locked in its great jaws, holding the maw apart with his hands and feet. Even with all his demonic energy, it was a troublesome feat for him! The Mishaguji raised into the air, summoning its strength to crush the fiend.

"Suwako!" called Kanako, still gathering energy, "it is almost complete! Prepare!"

Suwako choked a bit. "Get...get Sanae-chan! We must go!" She looked up too see the black moon growing larger; descending.

Sanae was bloody and bruised, catching her breath, on the other side of the shrine. She stood strong, staring down the undead girl before her, surrounded by mist, rubble, and broken chain links littered everywhere. Her foe glided slowly forward.

"I will never...outlast this," panted Sanae.

She held up her gohei rod, and gathered her strength, and began a barrage of powerful danmaku. Their light lit up the fog around them, and each projectile slammed into the undead with shock waves of power. Sanae threw card danmaku at the ground before the undead, which exploded when she came near, knocking even Sanae back. But, through the mist, the girl still came, unaffected.

"What is this?!" screamed Sanae.

Out of nowhere, the Mishaguji's tail came blasting downwards and smashed the undead girl into the tile. After it lifted, she attempted to stand, but the tail came again as the beast struggled, and flung the undead girl down the shrine steps, bouncing, to smash into a building far below, chains snapping and clinking loudly.

Sanae yelped and jumped back, watching as the snake continued its attempt to snap its teeth down upon the demon man, but Kanako's voice could be heard:

"Kochiya-san!" It came over the fire, the smoke, the rubble, the blood, the sweat, the fear, and the the growing shadow of the black moon above. "Kochiya-san! We're leaving!"

"No!" came a sinister cry from the demon man inside the Mishaguji's jaw. "No!"

"Go!" screamed Sanae at the Mishaguji, tears in her eyes, and the snake quickly slithered down the steps towards the valley, as fast as it could go, taking the fiend with it.

"Kochiya-san!"

Sanae scrambled to her feet, cringing from all her cuts and bruises, and ran as fast as she could back towards the half-ruined shrine building. She tried to take flight but crashed back down; she was running out of energy. The shed in the back was ablaze, casting an orange glow upon the place. Tears streaming down her face, her mind swirled with questions. Who had come? How was that undead girl unaffected by danmaku?

These thoughts in her head were interrupted when the ground began shaking powerfully. Sanae tripped and fell face first onto the tile. A powerful wind was blowing, and howling, and there was a great humming. Clenching her fists, she looked up at the black moon.

With a resounding crack she could feel in her bones, the dark orb's surface split geometrically, beautifully, _mesmerizingly_, and a visible shockwave emanated, slamming into the shrine and its keepers with immense power. Kanako was pushed to her knees and Suwako was driven into the tiles. Sanae's face was smashed into the stone and her nose cracked; she tried to stifle the blood as she stood.

"The black moon!" yelled Kanako, her dress whipping about. "It is stealing my gathered energy! Kochiya-san! We must go! Now!"

Sanae gritted her teeth and began dragging herself on, but stopped.

A colossal figure stood before her. His white coat was long and enveloping, and his sleeves were wide and billowing, exuding great, massive black claws. He had appeared silently, unexpectedly, as if he had just materialized from nowhere, like a ghost. It was Dr. Omen, standing before her, some fifteen feet tall, like a monument, his black oily hair blowing in the wind. His shadow was cast over her, causing her heart to sink in terror. It was a physical terror, a cold feeling her very bones.

She could _feel_ him. She could _feel_ his presence, with her shrine maiden sense, with the sense of the supernatural she had been gifted as a child, with the sight! And now, her sight was filled with this monstrous being, this man that clouded her vision with nothing but darkness and power. His glowing blue eyes bored into her soul, seeming to learn all about her, her secrets, her desires, her hopes...

She dropped her gohei rod, speechless, falling to the ground, sliding herself away slowly as he merely stood there. The shrine maiden whispered prayers. Dr. Omen, his coat and hair floating eerily as if underwater, like a leviathan sea monster of lore, slowly glided forward and raised his hand outwards, towards her.

The world went silent for Sanae. All she could feel was fear, all she could see was the immense black claw coming towards her – its span was nearly as long as her entire body. It was quiet. The glow from the fire nearby flickered her vision with embers...

An unbelievable number of purple danmaku roared through the air, launched relentlessly from Kanako's fingertips, tearing tiles from their places as they came They slammed into Dr. Omen's back with unrelenting force, knocking Sanae back further, snapping her back to her senses.

Dr. Omen did not even flinch. His hand retreated and he slowly turned about, coat swirling like a white hurricane, as he was pelted endlessly with exploding danmaku. The sound was near deafening; Sanae could feel every danmaku's impact against this monstrous man, yet she grew more fearful and confused to see him unaffected, just as the undead girl had been...

Kanako's eyes narrowed, serious, but also visibly perturbed. She summoned a third onabashira and flung it full force at Dr. Omen, yet he raised his hand and _caught_ it, still being pelted with danmaku, craters being formed all around him. Kanako came closer, clenching her fists, trying to move the onabashira, but Dr. Omen's grip was too strong, she could not move it an inch! Then, with a resounding crunch, the onabashira _shattered_, having been crushed in his hand. Kanako ceased advancing, and ceased firing. She stood there, frozen, her eyes wide.

"_How_..." she muttered.

Suwako shoved her aside, "Sanae-chan!" she screamed.

Sanae, seeing Dr. Omen turned away from her, jumped to her feet and rolled across the tile, trying to get past; trying to reach the shrine! Dr. Omen turned and swiped at her. The tips of his claws caught the bottom of her hakama and tore it, but she was unhurt, and leaped to her feet, dashing with all her strength. Dr. Omen began walking towards the shrine, but Kanako came to her senses.

"No!" she proclaimed. "You will _not_!" With loud booms, she summoned more onabashira to complete a set of four and flung them at Dr. Omen, as she raised Yukari's card high into the air, where it began humming with growing volume. Floating runes began to form around it...

The onabashira smashed into Dr. Omen, slowing his advance as he fought against them, trying to shove them out of his way, but Kanako would not desist!

The spell card exploded with the sound like a gong. Great massive tendrils of red energy surged forth, snaking along the ground, forming runes everywhere. The wind of the dark night blew ferociously! Behind the shrine, the very air itself was torn asunder: a portal, thousands of feet high. Its red light cast a glow upon the entire shrine – even upon the black moon above. Inside this ethereal gateway was nothing but swirling red energy, blackness, and floating eyes that watched them closely. But, through the distortion, a faint image came into view, a green, beautiful land, with a great mountain, and blooming cherry blossom trees. Slowly, it came further into focus.

It was Gensokyo.

"Hold on!" yelled Kanako, taking Suwako in her arms and running forward to meet Sanae, still maneuvering the onabashira against Dr. Omen; he was advancing slowly, and beginning to surge with electricity.

Sanae ran without turning to look at the terrifying being behind her. She sped, crying, towards her beloved home: Moriya Shrine! The place where she had become a shrine maiden, and where she had met the goddesses who became her family. The place ruined before her eyes, beneath this black moon! She leaped, hugging Kanako, and at that moment, there was another deafening gong, resounding over the mountaintops, echoing through everything and everyone. Dr. Omen, himself, stopped, and Kanako ceased her attack

The entire Moriya Shrine began sliding into the portal, its tiles grinding loudly. Small pebbles began levitating. Kanako held Suwako and Sanae tightly.

"Girls," she whispered, "we're going to Gensokyo..."

Sanae began bawling into Kanako's chest, as Suwako looked skyward.

"Gensokyo..." rumbled a voice from Dr. Omen. It was an other-worldly sound. He merely stood there and watched, coat flapping.

The Moriya Shrine was engulfed by the portal, leaving nothing but a hole on the mountaintop. To Sanae and the others, the sky became a red darkness, behind them the supernatural paradise of Gensokyo grew closer. The fire, and the destruction, and Dr. Omen vanished into the distance; as he did, his blue eyes still bored into Sanae, watching her; she could feel it. Slowly, she looked behind, meeting eyes with him...

Then, moments later, the dark sky dissipated. The shadows, the eyes, the strange noises; they all shattered. The three girls were hit with blasts of cool wind. It was fresh, night air.

"What..." muttered Suwako, looking around.

"We are..." replied Kanako, her eyes wide. "We've...made it."

The shrine had been placed upon a great mountain. It was a mountain so enormous, the valleys below could not be seen. Stone steps down the slopes had already been prepared for them, and the chunk of land that held the shrine had been placed perfectly to match with it. Above them, great stars and beautiful nebula could be seen, with numerous comets and shooting stars: a breathtaking sight! Behind them, the last few tendrils of red energy dissipated, vanishing. As they disappeared, they seemed to speak: the nightmare was _over_.


	3. Episode 2: Revelation of Myth

"Sanae-chan!" called Suwako, bounding up the steps towards Moriya Shrine, where Sanae worked. "Sanae!" She stopped. "Holy..."

There she was, the emerald-haired Moriya shrine maiden. She was taller now, and fairer. The girl hustled and bustled about, gathering materials for a festival, working hard on this bright and clear day. Panting slightly, she turned and waved at Suwako, only to resume work.

"Sanae-chan, don't overwork yourself," said Suwako. "It's the festival but like, don't...overwork yourself."

"I have to m-make sure..." Sanae huffed, lifting a large box. She set it down on a table moments later. "I have to make sure our festival impresses Hakurei Reimu."

"I don't think she's even coming."

Sanae put her hands on her hips. "Of course she's coming! We're fellow shrine maidens. Plus, I'm going to invite her _myself_, once the preparations are complete, of course." She smiled glowingly. "I still have the streamers, Mystia's stand, the larger shimenawas on the archway, and the –"

Suwako sighed. "Hey."

Sanae quickly counted a few more things on her hand before she turned back to Suwako. "Yes?"

"I'm glad we came here to Gensokyo, aren't you?"

Sanae smiled sweetly, gazing up at the pretty clouds. "Hard to believe how many years it's been, hm?"

Suwako tugged at Sanae's hakama once more, to which the shrine maiden took the little goddess in a tight embrace, making her giggle. After a bit, she put the girl down.

"Now then!" declared the shrine maiden. "Time to finish the preparations to make this festival amazing! Hakurei Reimu, my shrine maiden sister, you will be impressed beyond words!"

* * *

><p>Her deep, stark, purple eyes narrowed. "Something is amiss," said she, and stood.<p>

It was the youkai, Yukari Yakumo. She was known and feared as one of the oldest and wisest in Gensokyo – haven of youkai and spirits – being over one thousand years old, and well learned in the ways of the world, and the secrets it held. She was a woman who seemed as though she always knew something others did not; or, perhaps she held back answers to the greatest riddles of the world...

Dressed in a beautiful Victorian-esque dress of white and purple, and a hat like a bonnet, decorated in red ribbons, she sat upon a throne of strange energy, in a dark, skyless land. Down her back fell long, wavy, envied golden hair. Here, she resided in her own world, her own dimension where she looked over Gensokyo. She had aided the humans in ages past in establishing this paradise; for, her power was so great. She could trespass into the fabric of the world itself; there were few who could stand against her. Her shikigami, the nine-tailed fox Ran, and the black cat Chen, did her work for her whilst she was away, peering into the void...

But now, she stood slowly, holding a beautiful umbrella above her head, casting a shadow over her already dark expression.

"The world's balance, its flow of energy," she muttered, "have become distorted. Something...is amiss..."

A nearby portal appeared, and a young girl's face appeared. It was a soft-looking girl, with golden fox ears to match her blonde hair and amber eyes. "Mistress?"

"Ran," said Yukari. "Something is amiss."

"What is it, mistress?"

Yukari's eyes narrowed further. "A weight on my chest these past few weeks...has become heavier. I fear it may reveal itself."

"A weight?"

"Ran, call your Chen, quickly," ordered Yukari. "You shall fetch the Hakurei shrine maiden, and bring her to Mayohiga for me, that is where I shall meet you. This feeling..." She paused. "It is becoming more familiar by the moment..."

Ran looked very worried. "Mistress?"

"Go, now."

The fox-girl's face dissipated, as Yukari turned about, her dress swirling. She spoke not, and yet there was a sound like a gong, in this skyless dark world. Red runes appeared, snaking all about, and a great wind blew as a massive portal many stories high manifested before the youkai. Through this portal could be seen the many realms of earth, space, and existence, flashing in sequence...

Yukari looked on, her eyes keen. "Where are you?" she muttered. "I _feel_ you..."

There was a forest, at night, seen through the gate. Then, below, through the dirt, limestone, and gravel, there was a cavern. A great, massive cavern! Pockets of lava flowed from enormous crevices here and there.

"Deeper," whispered Yukari, slowly striding towards the portal. "This place...I'd have never looked here...I felt nothing from here until this day..."

Further down the gaze delved, to a world of glowing green crystals. Yet, there was a tunnel, and signs of life. There were machines, and clockwork mechanisms, cranking and grinding. On through this world of rock the sight ventured, until it came upon a colossal cavern, unbelievable in size.

Yukari's eyes widened, this time. "The black..."

Within this cavern, was a great floating black orb, seamless in surface and glinting in the light of the crystal sky about it. It was many miles wide; its size was nearly suffocating. Beneath it was a mess of machines and metal, but Yukari's eyes were fixated upon this omen, and the portal flew closer. Past the outer shell, through white corridors, through great passages and past many strange things.

"The disturbance...is here."

Yukari stepped through the portal into the human realm, now. Her dress fluttered and billowed about. Gracefully, she emerged from her dimension – the portal comprising of dark energy and floating eyes – into a great, dark chamber. It was a massive expanse, so large the walls could not be seen, only a small circle of lit floor. The light was produced from a glass column in the midst of the place, emitting a bluish-green light...

Yet, within this glass column slept a woman, wrapped in strange tubes and metal contraptions. Her hair, floating eerily – as she was suspended in liquid – was a pearl white; it was long and covered part of her face. Her skin was flawless and beautiful, and her eyes were closed. Her hands were held in front of her chest and her legs curled up beneath her.

Yukari slowly stepped forward, inspecting the woman in the glass column. In her own eyes were reflected this other-worldly light. As she came closer, she reached out an arm and ran her fingers gently over the glass, mere inches from the woman's face. She looked down...

The metal plaque at the base of the column read: THE SULA.

"No...it...it c-cannot be..."

Then, the youkai sensed an approaching presence. Instantaneously, the portal behind her dissipated without a sound, and runes formed below Yukari's feet. A spell was cast, shielding her from mortal vision, imperceptible to all but herself.

A door very far away, at the wall of the place, opened with a loud cranking. In the light cast from it could be seen a silhouette: _a fifteen foot tall man, in a white coat and glowing blue eyes, flowing black hair swishing behind his shoulders._

Though Yukari had cast her spell, the sight of this man seemed to shoot a spear into her heart. His eyes seemed to bore into her, staring straight upon her. She took a small step back, and held her chest, gathering her composure. There was no way she could have been seen! She would wait and observe to see what this man would do with the woman in the glass.

Dr. Omen strode forward, his coat flapping behind him like a slow-motion flag. Heavy footsteps echoed throughout the chamber.

Closer he came, coming next to Yukari – who breathed a sigh of relief – and he stood and gazed at THE SULA. Next to Dr. Omen, Yukari was severely dwarfed...

She could _feel_ him. With the power of youkai, with the inter-dimensional abilities and senses she had become learned in, she could feel him next to her. He cast no shadow, but she felt as though a shadow made of lead had been laid upon her. She was fearful, for no such feeling had ever come over her before, not the thousand-year-old patriarch of Gensokyo!

Then, without warning, something hit Yukari, violently. Her body was racked with pain, lights flashing in her eyes. It was so sudden! Its power was immense! Her umbrella was flung into the air, and Yukari felt herself sliding across the floor, blood in her mouth. What had happened?

As her blurred vision cleared, she could see it: Dr. Omen's outstretched hand – he had instantly backhanded her as she stood complacently at his side.

"How did y-you..." spluttered Yukari, getting to her feet. She readied a mass of immensely powerful white and red danmaku, and an entire handful of spell cards! The air itself hummed with her colossal power! Behind her, the portal to her dimension reopened with a sound like tearing fabric.

"Why you...!"

Dr. Omen did not speak. He lowered his hand and turned to face her, gazing down on her like a watchtower. He was, indeed, looking at her, there was no mistake, now.

"Who are you?" spat Yukari. Her eyes narrowed. "You are no human, are you?"

Dr. Omen began striding forward. "No," came his voice...

There was a moment of silence after this word, before the place erupted in noise: Yukari unleashed unmatched streams of danmaku from nowhere at his advancing figure. They collided with him and exploded, but he was unhurt. He did not even flinch! He continued to come.

Yukari, seeing the glass of the column cracked from her danmaku attack, saw she could not utilize spell cards in this place. And, with danmaku having no effect on this fiend, she retreated back into the portal, suddenly choking on blood.

"I must not...wake...her," she coughed, holding her stomach. She gave one last look at Dr. Omen before commanding the portal shut. Once it had closed, she breathed a sigh of relief, only to choke more...

But the portal had not closed entirely! The opening reappeared, to Yukari's shock; it had been forced apart by the great black claws of Dr. Omen! Her heart began to beat quickly, her eyes wide.

"How...?!"

Dr. Omen's torso and head slowly came back into view, as if through a hole in a wall. He was trying to enter her domain!

"No!" shouted Yukari, for not far from where she lay had opened the portal to Gensokyo, where Ran and Chen and the Hakurei shrine maiden may have been waiting for her return, worried...

Summoning all her strength, she fought back against the man's power, shoving him out of her own world, and shutting the gateway as quickly as she could. One after the other, she reopened and then destroyed rows and rows of dormant portals around herself, each one leading to some other place upon the earth – severing their connections. All she could see in her mind's eye were those glowing blue eyes, drilling into her, and she shivered as she recalled the suffocating feeling...

Struggling to stand, she ambled to the Gensokyo portal.

"I must...warn Reimu," the youkai uttered. "Hakurei Reimu...our paradise...is in danger..."

* * *

><p>"Reimu!" Marisa called. "Hey! Reimu!"<p>

Reluctantly, the Hakurei shrine maiden, clad in a red haori with a skirt, turned from sweeping the stone tiles of the entrance of her building to greet the witch with a face of irritation. Her skirt twirled as she spun. She was fair but striking; her eyes seemed able to conjure the most bored or annoyed of expressions. "What is it?" She placed one hand on her hip in a defiant pose. Her long brown bangs framed her un-amused face and a scarlet ribbon in her hair flowed in the wind like a fabric snake, trailing behind in a small ponytail. Reimu's keen brown eyes watched Marisa closely.

The black cloth of her witch's dress ruffling loudly, Marisa Kirisame leaped from her broom to land with a thump a few feet from Reimu. She brushed her hands on a white apron upon her lap. "Whatcha up to? I'm freakin' bored as hell. Thought I'd stop by." She brushed her wavy blonde hair out of her shining amber eyes, grinning. She appeared Reimu's age, but her face was full of life, like an innocent child.

Reimu sighed and returned to sweeping. "I'm glad that I enter your thoughts when you're bored, and you use me to stave off that boredom, Marisa."

"Ehh?" Marisa responded, taken aback. "You're here alone most of the time. You should be glad I come to keep you company."

It was a hot, mid-summer day. The red, brown, and grey Hakurei shrine, sitting at the top of the long, stone stairs leading up the mountain, framed the two girls' animated figures like a great guardian of the land. This ordinary, Japanese shrine was the epitome of safety in the supernatural land of Gensokyo. The owner, the shrine maiden Reimu Hakurei, was the self-nominated disaster solver. If anything major occurred in the land, she was there. She was a young, strong girl. But she was stubborn as well.

"Sometimes, Marisa," Reimu muttered, "I don't want company."

"You should be more thankful," Marisa replied, folding her arms. "I'm the one who usually comes to tell you something's up. Or, someone's in trouble or needs help. Or, there's a ton of ghosts or youkai running amok. Or, there's some new person in town wanting to pick a fight. We all know how much you like to pick a fight, Reimu. If you're bored, maybe I could go pick one for you."

"I think you're picking one right now without realizing."

Marisa drew a long breath, puffing up her chest, seeming about to reply hotly. But then, sighed loudly, dropping her shoulders. "I'm not in the mood. I was just bored. I thought I'd come see you."

"You always come when you're bored," Reimu replied, annoyed. "Go away and don't come back until you find a better reason."

"Awe, come on. Do I need to call Aya? I'm sure she knows something crazy that's going on."

"I don't want more people here, when a certain person is enough people already."

The witch was silent for a few seconds. Then, "I'm hungry."

"I don't have any food for you," Reimu said instantly.

"But I ate dinner here just yesterday!"

"I don't feel like going into the storeroom just to satisfy your appetite!"

Marisa looked annoyed now. "Fine! I came to say hello and spend time with someone who I thought was my best friend, but I guess I got my hopes up!" This didn't seem to have any effect on the shrine maiden, who continued sweeping, even as Marisa examined her face closely for any sign of emotion or guilt. The witch spun around and threw her hands into the air. "I wish something crazy would happen right now!" Her voice echoed over the mountain and a large flock of birds took flight.

"Marisa!" Reimu yelled. "You're so annoying! Go away! I don't have the patience to…!" She stopped. Marisa turned around, confused. Reimu's eyes had narrowed.

"Dude!" Marisa said loudly. "That's all you got?"

"What are _they_ doing here?"

Up the steps of the Hakurei shrine came the nine-tailed fox youkai, Ran Yakumo, in a dress similar to Yukari's – only blue and white – and at her side trotted a very small brown-haired girl with cat ears: Chen Yakumo. She wore a small, cute red dress and a green hat, and behind her waved double cat tails – both black as night. A bell hung around her neck. Ran's many tails swished magnificently.

"Greetings, Hakurei Reimu," said Ran, as she came close. Her face was dutiful and composed.

Reimu put her broom down to fully face the shikigami fox. "What are you doing here?"

Marisa put her hand on Reimu's shoulder. "Reimu, c'mon...you can't be so rude all the time..."

Ran raised her eyebrows but continued unperturbed. "My mistress, Yukari Yakumo has requested your presence. It appears to be a most urgent matter."

Reimu scowled. "How unusual, for her to not come _herself_. You know, considering she's a gap hag and everything."

"Don't talk about Yukari-sama like that!" snapped Chen, baring her fangs. Marisa tried to calm her.

"I was not informed of the nature of the problem," said Ran. "Yukari-sama only relayed to me that there had been a heavy weight upon her chest for the past few weeks, and now it may reveal itself. She ordered myself and Chen to retrieve you as quickly as possible. It is likely Yukari-sama has fully assessed the situation by now."

Reimu was quiet.

"If Yukari – of all people in Gensokyo – has a weight on her chest and says somethin' may reveal itself," said Marisa, wiping her brow, "I'd assume it's something serious, man."

"I'm the shrine maiden here, not you," snapped Reimu.

Marisa sighed. Then, "Hey, look."

The four girls turned to see someone else coming up the steps of the Hakurei shrine: a white-clad shrine maiden with emerald hair – Sanae. She looked in high spirits, and beamed when she saw Reimu, who looked a bit scared, and shuffled closer to Ran's tails, as if to hide behind them.

"Save me," she whispered.

Sanae bounced up to the gathered group and smiled brightly. "Hello, everyone! Hello, Marisa-san!"

"Yo."

"Hello, Reimu-san!" Sanae peered around Ran's tail at the Hakurei shrine maiden, who slowly emerged.

"How are you, Sanae?" said Reimu reluctantly.

"I'm great! I came to personally invite you the Moriya shrine festival tonight. Everyone will be there. Of course, you are invited too, Marisa. You two as well, Ran, Chen, and your mistress."

"I got your invite in the mail," said Marisa. "It was...creatively...designed..."

Sanae beamed larger, spinning back to Reimu, who cringed. "So, will my shrine maiden sister be joining me tonight? We can do shrine maiden stuff and talk the night away!"

Reimu looked to Marisa for help, but the witch was picking at her nails. Reimu then turned to Ran and Chen.

"Need I remind you," said Ran, "as thankful as I am to be invited, we have an urgent matter at hand."

Sanae's smile faded. "What?"

"Yeah!" Reimu shouted. The others stepped back. "Yukari needs me for some thing or other! Ran, Chen, let's go!"

"Very well," said Ran, and prepared to take flight, Chen climbing upon her back. "We should be meeting my mistress in Mayohiga. She did not give me a time frame, so I do not know if she shall be ready."

"Yukari...didn't give a time?" Reimu said. "How strange."

"She appeared to be under much stress," replied Ran. "Now, let us go."

"I guess I'll come, too," said Marisa. "Since I'm bored."

"See you later, Sanae!" called Reimu, as she took to the air with the others – Marisa upon her broom – and made ready to speed off towards the abandoned village of Mayohiga.

But, Ran Yakumo spun in mid-air. "Sanae Kochiya," she called.

Sanae had looked disappointed to see everyone leaving, but perked up at her name. "Yes?"

"You should come as well."

Sanae's eyes sparkled, and she nodded. "Right!"

* * *

><p>Over the plains and beautiful forests of Gensokyo the girls sped, their clothes flapping in the wind. Wondrous streams and magnificent flower fields passed their sight, as they headed towards their destination.<p>

"Why Mayohiga?" asked Reimu, flying next to Ran. She hesitated a little; Sanae Kochiya was flying very close to her, hanging on her every word.

"My mistress did not say."

"It sounds like she didn't have much time to explain anything," interjected Marisa, coming up behind them.

"I believe she went to investigate the disturbance just after sending myself and Chen to retrieve you, Reimu-san," said Ran. Her face grew grim. "It has been some time since I have seen my mistress in such a mood..."

Soon, they arrived in Mayohiga, landing quietly. The village was desolate and run-down, its wooden buildings deteriorating and their paper windows torn and rotten. Trash and splinters littered the streets all around; there was not a soul in the city.

"This place looked somewhat livelier when I flew over it last time," commented Reimu, peeking into the dark windows.

"I moved a lot of cats here!" said Chen, leaping from Ran's shoulders with a thump. "We've been taking care of it."

Marisa poked a paper window but her finger went right through it; just after, the entire thing crumbled into a heap. "I...can see that..."

"So, where's Yukari?" said Reimu, glancing around at a nearby intersection.

"I do not know when she shall arrive," said Ran, folding her sleeves. "It is likely as Marisa-san said: after she ordered me to find you, she must have gone to investigate the disturbance herself."

Sanae stepped hesitantly forward. "What sort of youkai could cause such a powerful disturbance? One that could bother even Yukari-sama, herself?"

"It doesn't have to be a youkai, Sanae," said Reimu, pulling out her gohei rod. "But at the same time, for such a powerful disturbance, there's only a handful of things it could be..."

"Such as?" asked Sanae.

"Something that can trespass planes," said Ran. "A youkai is possible. But there are alternatives, like angels or demons of high power. Perhaps, an extremely old ghost. Or, it could not even be an entity at all."

Reimu nodded. "Yep. Could some be some whirlpool of power someone left behind, or formed on its own."

Sanae looked severely impressed. "Wow! With such little info, already you've narrowed it down to a handful of things. You're so knowledgeable, Reimu-san."

Reimu smiled weakly. "Yeah...guess so..."

"Hey," said Sanae, beaming, "if we solve this incident soon, would you still like to come to the festival tonight? I should have everything ready by then."

The Hakurei shrine maiden rubbed her neck. "Yeah, um...wait." She stopped. "You're doing everything, yourself?"

Sanae nodded. "Why? Isn't it normal for the shrine maiden to do it all?"

"Ya mean Kanako and Suwa-chan aren't helping you at all?" asked Marisa, incredulous.

"No, of course not," replied Sanae. "I mean...the deity of your shrine doesn't help you with chores and festivals, does it?"

Reimu chuckled. "It'd sure be nice..."

"Don't worry!" chirped Sanae. "You'll be impressed. I know it."

Marisa and Reimu looked at each other.

"What?" Sanae said, worried. "Did I do something wrong?"

"No, no," replied Reimu, patting Sanae on the shoulder. "Just don't...overwork yourself."

"So will you come?" asked Sanae, hopeful.

Reimu took a deep breath. "Fine, I s'pose I could stop by for a little –"

Suddenly, a great crash echoed throughout the city, and a dust cloud was thrown into the air a distance away. A small shockwave blew through Mayohiga, rattling the weak buildings. The girls all jumped, but Reimu instantly took flight, speeding towards the noise without a word.

Sanae was awed. "She was surprised but she so quickly just went and – "

"Come on!" called Marisa, climbing onto her broom and blasting towards the dust cloud, and the Moriya shrine maiden followed, with Ran and Chen.

As they came over the rooftops closer to the noise, blood could be seen splattered on the street. The already-ruined city was ruined even more, many buildings seemed about ready to come down.

"There!" shouted Ran, and blasted towards the ground.

Yukari was lying in a heap in the middle of the street, coming into view as the dust settled.

"What the..." muttered Marisa.

The group landed around Yukari. Tears were forming Ran's eyes as she bent down and put her arms around her master.

"You are...choking me, Ran," said Yukari weakly.

"Mistress!" exclaimed Ran, her eyes wide at the blood staining Yukari's dress. "What...what happened!?"

Reimu was looking up at the sky. "There are others around. We need to get her inside a building." She glanced at the others. "It's best no one sees this."

Sanae had her hands clapped over her mouth, staring at the blood trickling out of Yukari's stomach and along the street.

"Sanae!" called Reimu.

She snapped to her senses. "Y-yes?"

"See if you can get this blood cleaned up, quickly."

Sanae nodded. "Right!"

"Chen, aid her," ordered Ran, as she knelt down to pick Yukari up. Nearby, Marisa opened the door to a significantly less-ruined looking building. Ran carried Yukari inside, and set her against a wall. "I need bandages, and light!"

"Gotcha," said Marisa, and with her black magic, cast a spell with quick flash of runes, and created a floating orb of light that lit the room. It was some sort of kitchen. She then untied her white apron and began tearing it into strips. "Here."

As Ran and Marisa began removing Yukari's dress and attending to her wound – a huge gash across her stomach – Reimu stepped forward.

"Yukari," she said quietly, staring at the blood. "Why can't you heal yourself?"

Ran and Marisa stopped, their eyes wide. Ran clasped many bloody bandages in her hands, looking at them. Chen and Sanae returned from outside, gasping when they saw the wound on the youkai mistress...

Yukari's eyes narrowed. "Hakurei Reimu," said she. "Gensokyo is in grave danger."

Reimu knelt down. "What do you mean? What happened to you?"

Yukari made to speak, but began choking on blood once more, accidentally spitting some onto Reimu's face, though she did not flinch or become angry.

"This wound is of a nature I have never seen," said Ran. "And if Yukari-sama cannot heal it...she will only continue to bleed and...and..."

Chen's eyes began to fill with tears.

"I'll get Eirin," said Reimu. "She may know how to treat this...whatever it is..."

"No," spluttered Yukari, stretching out a hand to grasp Reimu's sleeve. "You must stay...I must...warn you..."

"I'll go," said Marisa. "I can get there pretty fast."

"Quickly, please!" pleaded Ran, at which Marisa bounded out the door and blasted into the sky towards the bamboo forest where the great apothecary, Eirin Yagokoro dwelt.

Still holding Reimu's sleeve, Yukari pulled her close.

"Hakurei Reimu," she muttered. "I felt a great weight upon my mind, like a rat gnawing at my consciousness. Every day, there it was, a small disturbance. I could feel it, constantly. It began to drive me mad..."

"What sort of disturbance?" asked Reimu.

"A disturbance in the balance and flow of energy in this world..." She coughed up more blood.

"In this world? You mean in Gensokyo?"

"In both our world and the human world," replied Yukari. "It leaks upon both, for its power has become so great."

"What is it?" said Reimu. "Did you find the cause?"

Yukari nodded. "I did. It is a threat of a magnitude that not only the human world is in peril, but Gensokyo as well. Indeed, the entire earth. This is my warning to you. Deep below the caverns of the world there is a realm of crystal, and within this world of crystal is a chrysalis within a chrysalis."

"A chrysalis within a chrysalis?" said Reimu. Yukari had her full attention, now.

"Yes," said the youkai mistress. "A _black moon_."

Sanae gasped audibly, and everyone turned to look at her, but she said nothing, so Yukari continued.

"The black moon is a legendary omen of death and destruction among youkai. Few have seen it, fewer have escaped its appearance. It is said that death himself descends from the black moon, to bring judgment to all below the shadow. I thought it but a youkai joke, formulated by those with nothing but whims guiding them. But, now I know: the black moon is real."

Reimu gulped. "And...what was inside the black moon?"

"A strange facility, but the black moon itself was not the disturbance, you see."

"It wasn't?"

"No," continued Yukari. Blood had trickled from the corner of her mouth, and Ran wiped it gently. "Inside the black moon was a being, in stasis; held in captivity. Asleep and docile, but emanating an immense power, a power so immense I could feel it here, in Gensokyo, for weeks, even through the Great Hakurei Barrier. And, standing next to it, I could barely breathe..."

"Who was this being?"

Yukari's eyes darkened. "The black moon was but a rumor I had heard among youkai of the outside. But this being, THE SULA, was a rumor I had heard among other great gods and youkai who walk many planes, dancing between reality and dreams. She is a world-destroyer, Hakurei Reimu. In the great sea of realities and planes that make up our world, THE SULA is the alpha-predator. She bears one core self, and seeds many smaller selves out as manifestations, to eat worlds and gain power. That power is then returned to the source to feed her exponentially increasing strength and size. Our world is protected by many guardians, one of which is myself. How a manifestation slipped past us is beyond my understanding..."

Reimu was speechless.

"Yukari-sama," whispered Ran. "There is another...who is...a threat to you...?"

She nodded.

"But, you're_ Yukari-sama!_ You are the patriarch of Gensokyo! Your power is unmatched, and inconceivable!"

"Look at me, Ran," Yukari said, gesturing to the bloody mess upon her torso.

Ran went silent.

"So, this 'Sula,'" said Reimu, "did this to you?"

"No, she did not," said Yukari. "THE SULA was in stasis, asleep. It was the master of the black moon that injured me."

"The...master?" muttered Sanae. Her eyes were filled with tears, and unmitigated fear. She was breathing heavily. "But..."

"It was a great, tall man," said Yukari. "He was clad in a white coat, enormous and expansive. His eyes were but circles, blue and glowing, and his face concealed by his collar and long, black hair. My danmaku had no effect on him. I cast a cloaking spell to shield myself from all vision. Yet, he was able to attack me. And, when I fled, he nearly forced my portal back open, in his pursuit." She glanced down at herself, once more. "And the injuries he inflicted upon me...are not normal."

"What was he?" said Reimu. "What sort of being could do that to you? I mean, you're Yukari Yakumo."

Yukari chuckled. "I know not what he was...but that his strength was immense and his power was unlike any I had ever felt. He was not a youkai, a god, a human, an angel, or a demon – I'd have known. He must be some...some sort of...anti-youkai."

"Anti-youkai?" whispered Reimu. She had never heard of such a thing, but looking at what had happened to Yukari...

"If we do not venture to the outside world, what is the true threat if this 'Sula' is asleep?" said Ran.

"If THE SULA awakes," Yukari said, "even I may not be able to fend her off. The true threat is this: this man who was able to injure me, THE SULA is in his possession. Her powers are similar to mine, only a hundredfold. And if that is the case..."

Reimu's eyes widened. "He could...use her power...to trespass the Great Hakurei Barrier..."

"Not just trespass it," said Yukari. "_He could destroy it_."

* * *

><p>"So, the culprit has been <em>revealed<em>, is it not so, herr Doctor?" seethed Dr. Ilstein, clacking along the brightly lit, white hallway. His smile curled up on his face, his eyes indecipherable behind his orange goggles. As he tottered along, his blood red hair bounced slowly. His spidery, metal legs moved eerily, carrying him.

Next to him strode Dr. Omen, huge and monstrous, like a gliding specter. His blue eyes bored ahead...

"Indeed...my friend," thundered he. "Indeed..."

"The energy signature we received from zat one's encounter vith you," continued Dr. Ilstein, "it is _identical_ to ze same signature zat surrounded ze Moriya shrine all those years ago. Putting two and two together, the spell device the Yasaka goddess – Kanako – utilized must have been _gifted_ to her by zis one. We now have a face to match with the _mischief_!" He twiddled his giant, mechanical fingers, as if massive mosquito legs. "However, zere is no information on zis one. She must be very _old_, zen!" Dr. Ilstein burst into a cackle.

"She...has stolen many subjects...from us over ze years..."

"Indeed, herr Doctor. It could not have been _anyone_ but her."

Dr. Omen seemed to emanate energy. "I will find...zis Gensokyo."

"Something on your _mind_, herr Doctor?"

"I have...already prepared an asset," replied Dr. Omen. "It is time to reap the fruits...of what I have sown..."

The two came to massive iron doors, which thundered open, revealing a columnal chamber filled with computers and white panels. The place nearly glowed. Above the two doctors, floated many-armed drones, busying about, working on machinery. Dr. Omen glided up to a gigantic screen, which came on automatically when he came close.

"_Iliasviel_," commanded Dr. Omen.

The screen flickered, and there were sounds of a surprised female over the fritzing audio. Then, the visual cleared, and a strange person came into view...

She was a very young girl, looking about twelve. Her skin was pale and smooth, her build thin. Very long, black hair, unkempt and messy, fell around her fair face, long bangs falling before her eyes, forcing her to constantly brush them free; behind, a very long ponytail swished about. As she shoved her hair away, her eyes were revealed: deep red abysses, beautiful, but disturbing, for they bore at least twenty or thirty pupils. On her little frame draped a black long-sleeve shirt with over expansive sleeves, covering her hands. Below could be seen tiny jean shorts.

According to the data onscreen, she was a youkai, a hyakume – a hundred-eyed demon. Ilisasviel kept most of her eyes hidden, but she was able to see many things most mortals could not, as well as manipulate what others see, as long as they had seen Iliasviel's true form at least once. The girl youkai herself was quite tempered; she had been domesticated in Japan in the mid 1900's, only to have been gifted during World War 2 by Imperial Japan to the Nazi Regime, as a gift symbolizing their alliance. Iliasviel was given her name in the Regime, and trained in the Waffen SS for a time, but never saw combat. Once the regime fell and she began wandering the world, Dr. Omen tracked her down and recruited her.

She was skilled and tactical, keen and careful, yet still young and cute. Having been contacted by her superior now, during her travels across the world for the last few years, she was obviously very surprised, and took a moment to gather herself.

"Iliasviel," repeated Dr. Omen.

"Oh, Doctor!" exclaimed the girl. She bore a weak German accent. "It's so good to see you again! I really was wondering who was calling me..." She paused. "How long has it been? Four...no, five years?"

"It has been...some time," replied Dr. Omen.

Iliasviel laughed. It was cute, like the tinkling of bells. "I wish I could hug you, right now! So, why did you call? I was beginning to worry you'd forgotten about me. All these years carrying this communication module...I should be thankful for the times I didn't lose it!"

"What...have you found?" asked Dr. Omen.

Iliasviel thought for a moment. "Lots, actually, if you can believe it. Youkai have a strange system. There are the stationary youkai, who have their own realms and things they guard, and there are the wanderers. The wanderers are the ones that spread news. And, just like humans, youkai form alliances and have wars and everything. It is easy to exploit these things when searching for information about Gensokyo. It's something of a haven, you see. Many youkai really want to go there." She fiddled with her hair for a moment, before sighing and going on.

"From what I've heard in the youkai rings I've been a part of these last years," she said, "when a youkai or similar being reaches a certain state or situation, they wander mindlessly into or are sucked into Gensokyo. How this is done or the method of choosing who goes and who doesn't is beyond me. Some it happens to and some it does not. However, there is another, more conventional method. And that is by way of the youkai named Yukari Yakumo. Among youkai, she is a legend, rarely seen. She is immensely powerful, and has the ability to transport anyone to Gensokyo, even with their homes!"

Dr. Omen's eyes seemed to glow brighter. "Go...on..."

"She is able to withhold the awareness of herself from anyone," said Iliasviel. "This is only what I've heard, but it makes sense! She is able to come and go from Gensokyo, and when here in the real world, she takes days, even weeks observing different youkai and such. If she deems them worthy or deserving of Gensokyo's warmth, she bequeaths to them a compressed incantation auto-caster – a spell card. One can take a massively long or complex spell and engrave the incantation into this medium, to then easily be able to cast the spell quickly when desired. The card performs the incantation. It works with spells, hexes, curses, charms, blood magic, black magic, even some forms of immaterial technology or psychological effects, even physical modifications."

"Zat is _incredible_," commented Dr. Ilstein. "It is _remarkably_ similar to our own Ten Plagues system..."

"Yes!" said Iliasviel. "The card she gives is able to transport its caster to Gensokyo, with their home."

"We have seen zis at work," said Dr. Ilstein. He was working furiously at a console. "Ze best example is ze disappearance of Moriya shrine, all those years ago."

"It was...the catalyst...from which your mission was born," thundered Dr. Omen. "It was...why I sent you abroad..."

"All I had to go on was one word!" chuckled Iliasviel. "Gensokyo!"

"Everything," rumbled Dr. Omen, "is falling...together..."

"The two goddesses and the shrine maiden from Moriya," said Iliasviel, smiling into the monitor. Her many-pupiled eyes sparkled. "I investigated them. Yes, they went to Gensokyo. But, also, I found there are other ways of getting to the place."

"Such as?" asked Dr. Ilstein.

Ilisaviel twiddled her fingers. "Death," said she. "Access to the yama was moved to Gensokyo long ago, also portals to the realms of Hakugokoro and a form of Hell." She giggled. "Even Heaven, or a level of it. If one is lucky, one could be placed into one of those after death, and manage to find a way out into Gensokyo and the mortal plane once more. But I think even Gensokyo has a set of laws, that ghosts do not wander into the human village or something like that..."

Dr. Omen stood up, rising to tower above everything in the room. "Iliasviel."

"Yes, Komandant?"

"Your new...objective," boomed Dr. Omen, "is to infiltrate Gensokyo...by whatever means...you see fit..." He raised his great metal claw, as if to ensnare some invisible power. Small crackles of electricity snaked about. "Lay low...and gather more information." He paused. "Everything...is falling into...place..."

"If I do somehow happen to able to get into Gensokyo, somehow," giggled Iliasviel, "my communication to you will be cut off. It will not be able to transgress the Great Hakurei Barrier."

"Ze wat?" asked Dr. Ilstein, ceasing his work, peering up at her.

"Oh, silly me," laughed the hyakume girl. "It's the border that keeps Gensokyo from being trespassed upon. It was formed long ago by the ancestral Hakurei family, and others, like the Yukari lady."

"How do you know so _much_ of Gensokyo ven you haven't even been zere, _yourself_?" asked Dr. Ilstein, still peering at her.

Iliasviel put her hands on her hips. "Puh-lease," she breathed. "I've been at this for how many years now? Me? I'm a hyakume from the Waffen SS, herr Doctor. Did you expect any less from me? Besides, I met a tanuki in glasses who had come and gone from Gensokyo a few times. She was boatloads of fun, and told great jokes. Her name was um...Mamizou. I got much of my information from her. She would not tell me how she came and went from Gensokyo, however. Tanuki stuff, I suppose."

"Fascinating," muttered Dr. Ilstein. His smile grew wider. "Good work, Iliasviel. Good work, indeed."

Iliasviel saluted. "I'll head back to Japan and begin my operation. If I can find a youkai in possession of a Yukari Yakumo spell card and kill them, I can retrieve it and enter the paradise. From everything I've heard, Gensokyo is a treasure trove of supernatural beings. The mother-load, for you, my doctors..."

"Yes..." boomed Dr. Omen. "Go...and reap. Return to me...bring down the border. We...will watch ze world...for you. For signs..." He paused. "Gensokyo...is mine."

The monitor shut off, and a diagram appeared, showing the entire planet. Here and there, were icons: black moons. There were at least thirty of them, spread all across the globe. Each one was named, and by each one was a picture. By one, a demonic man with one black eye and one white. Another bore an image of a pure white girl with no eyes, only sockets. There were yet more...

"Contact everyone...now," commanded Dr. Omen. He turned about, his coat flapping loudly, as Dr. Ilstein began working furiously again. "Soon...it begins..."

"Vat begins?"

"_War._"


	4. Episode 3: Reflections of Ascension

The apothecary, Eirin Yagokoro, emerged from the building, wiping her bloody hands on a white towel. Her eyes were dark and concerned. With silver hair in a braid upon her back, and a blue and red nurses' outfit, she walked towards Marisa and Reimu, who waited in the streets of Mayohiga. She was an adult, as opposed to the teenage witch and shrine maiden. Next to Eirin, a small bunny, Tewi – a tiny, brown-haired girl in a pink dress with a carrot necklace – carried a bucket of water, in which Eirin shortly washed her hands.

"How is she?" asked Reimu, arms folded.

Eirin took a deep breath. "She was gravely injured," said she. Her voice was soft and calming. "She is currently unconscious. The wound was of a nature I have never seen, but she will live. You underestimate Miss Yakumo's tenacity."

"Well, like," said Marisa, "she's a tough cookie, yeah, but..."

"What can you tell us about her injury?" said Reimu, with a serious tone. Her brown eyes were attentive.

Eirin handed the towel to Tewi. "It bears a powerful type of curse magic. It over-saturates its affected area with a neutral type of energy, and a very powerful sort, at that. Since it is neutral magic, that neither pushes or pulls, it is stationary, like a wall. It allows no room for other magic, such as healing, unless it is pushed out, or chipped away slowly."

Marisa was dumbfounded.

"Like a seal," said Reimu.

Eirin nodded. "But," she muttered, "a seal of this strength needs a considerable amount of time to cast, and according to Miss Yakumo..."

"She was just hit once," interjected Marisa, "and _bam_, there it was. The real question is: Yukari can manipulate borders and stuff...why couldn't she fix this, easily? It don't make sense." The witch rubbed her head.

"I know not," replied Eirin. "As I said, it is a magic, an energy, of a type I have never seen. There are properties to it I am incapable of measuring. Perhaps, when she wakes, Miss Yakumo will be better able to analyze it herself."

Reimu looked thoughtful. "Could it have been a spell card of some type?"

"Miss Yakumo did not mention seeing a spell card or activation of one during the ordeal," said Eirin. Tewi emerged from the building carrying a large bag of medical supplies, which she handed to the apothecary. "As I said, it is a type of magic we have never seen before. Miss Yakumo herself was unsure of what transpired, or why."

Reimu ran her hands over her face. "To think there was something like this hanging out in the human world..."

"She's gonna be okay, right?" asked Marisa.

Eirin smiled. "Of course," she said. The girls breathed a sigh of relief. "She needs rest, and time to heal. Her shikigami are bringing her to Eientei for my personal care. Her strength will return bit by bit. I do not think there is anything to worry about."

"Thanks, Eirin," said Reimu, looking down. "Thanks a lot."

Eirin patted her on the shoulder, before gathering the last of her things with Tewi, and taking off into the sky back towards the great bamboo forest of Eientei. In a few moments, they were gone, specks vanishing in the distance behind treetops. It was quiet.

"So, what now?" said Marisa.

Reimu was still thoughtful. "Yukari's given all the information she had. But this threat is so great, there has to be more to it. We can't just sit here..."

"Well," said Marisa, leaning on a wooden post, "look. This black moon guy is hangin' out in the human world. There ain't a whole lot we can do, man."

"Yukari said the black moon omen was known as a rumor, like a legend, among youkai of the outside, right?"

Marisa nodded. "Yeah."

"Perhaps there are some here in Gensokyo that know of it or encountered it before," said Reimu. She looked very determined, her eyebrows scrunched and serious. As opposed to laid-back Marisa, the Hakurei shrine maiden was assessing this situation for every possibility. "We have to find out as much as we can about the black moon, Marisa."

"Uh."

"And you're going to help me," said Reimu, turning to the witch.

"What? But I've got like...stuff to do...and..."

"Didn't you come with Ran and Chen and myself because you were _bored_?"

Marisa looked very uncomfortable, and looked away, not meeting Reimu's critical gaze. "Eh, well..."

"What's threatening us may be residing exclusively outside of Gensokyo," continued Reimu, "but according to all that Yukari said, it may come to us if we don't take measures against it."

Marisa deflated. "Right, sure. I'll help ya."

"Gensokyo is in danger, Marisa," said Reimu, looking skyward. "We have to do all we can."

"Well, where do we start?"

"We'll split up," said Reimu, walking out into the middle of an intersection. She took flight, hovering several feet above the ground. Her skirt billowed and her ribbons swayed in the weak wind. Marisa readied her broom. "I'll check out Hakugyokurou," continued the shrine maiden. "Yuyuko may have some ghosts who know about the black moon. After that, I'll hit up Rinnosuke's shop...he's knowledgeable in outside world stuff. Then, as much as I dislike her...I'll go see the yama. If anyone knows anything it might be her. "

"Good luck," laughed Marisa. "What do I do?"

"You go to the Scarlet Devil Mansion," said Reimu. "Remilia, Sakuya, and Patchouli might know something. I'm sure Patchouli has something in that giant library of hers. Once you've done that, find Aya and see who else came to Gensokyo recently."

"What about Sanae?"

Reimu's eyes widened. "You're right!"

"Wait, where did she go?" Marisa looked around. "She was here a little while ago."

"I don't know, she just disappeared during Yukari's explanation..." Reimu's eyes narrowed. "Never mind Sanae. I'll find her. You just take care of the Scarlet Devil Mansion and Aya. I'm sure Aya will have a whole list of people. With her, you'll be able to find me easily when you're done. Got it?"

Marisa gave an energetic thumbs up. "Got it!"

And with that, Reimu blasted into the sky towards the great portal leading to the Netherworld, where the ghost mistress Yuyuko Saigyouji, resided.

* * *

><p>Coughing and fighting through clouds, Reimu ascended. The air became cold and bitter, and she shivered slightly. Soon, a great platform of clouds came into view, with four massive onabashira around a great sealed gate hundreds of feet high. Reimu was but a speck before it. The colossal wooden doors were tens of feet thick, but the magic seal rotating about them was shifty, and the doors were open slightly.<p>

Reimu scowled. "Yukari never did fix this, did she..."

The shrine maiden continued on, slipping through the gateway into the Netherworld. The place was dark, and gloomy, and a great staircase loomed before her, in a black colorless land.

"This place creeps me out every time I come here."

Upon reaching the top, she was greeted by the sight of the silver-haired samurai guardian, Youmu Konpaku – half-human, half-ghost. The green-kimono-clad samurai's keen sapphire eyes watched Reimu closely. She stood with her hand on her black katana, prepared to attack if need be. On her waist was a wakizashi. She was small, appearing quite young, but her legendary strength was great, and her skills unmatched. The samurai had the ability to attack with her ghost half, and deflect any danmaku as well, with her blade. A formidable foe, and a proper guardian of Hakugyokorou.

"Hello, Youmu," said Reimu, moving to just pass by.

"Wait, you!" shouted the samurai, leaping quickly to block Reimu's way, floating a few feet before her. Reimu stopped. "Humans cannot just come and go from the afterlife. There are rules in Gensokyo, Hakurei Reimu." Youmu cleared her throat. "I am strictly ordered by my mistress Yuyuko to allow no mortals further passage. Things have become...too lax here as of late. The balance of life and death must not be disturbed further."

"Further? Look, Youmu," said Reimu, becoming irritated, "I don't have time for this. A grave danger is descending on Gensokyo. I have to speak with Yuyuko; it's urgent."

Youmu's green eyes narrowed. "You can't just barge in and demand an audience with my mistress. She is the mistress of Hakugyokurou. She is _busy_."

"Busy stuffing her face, probably."

"She is not!"

"As much as you cook for her, I'd not be surprised."

"Why you!"

"But not lately, has she?"

Youmu looked confused. "What...what do you mean?"

Reimu flitted down to land on the stone tiles below. Around the pathway ahead were great cherry blossom trees – the horizon was lined with pink beauty. A distance down the path could be seen the rooftops of Hakugyokurou. She gazed at these things, deep in thought.

"Something serious is happening," said Reimu. Youmu came down and landed as well. She looked worried. "And if I'm not mistaken," continued the shrine maiden, "Yukari couldn't have been the only one affected..."

Youmu's features became downcast. She looked at her feet.

"Am I right?"

The samurai looked away hesitantly. "Lady Yuyuko...is sick."

"Take me to her," said Reimu. "I have important questions that need answering, and right now your mistress is the only one who can help me solve this."

Youmu's eyes slowly began to fill with tears. Her strong composure fell and she fell to her knees. "I...I don't know what's happening!" she cried.

Reimu rushed over to her, and knelt down to place her hand on the samurai's shoulder. "What is it?"

Youmu sniffled and tried to speak. "A week or s-so ago...Lady Yuyuko began to act strangely! She was eating almost nothing, and sometimes would just...sit there...without speaking. Now, her powers are fading...she's fading!" She fell to pieces in Reimu's lap. "I don't know what to do! I don't know how to save h-her!"

Reimu watched Youmu closely. Never before had she seen the samurai reduced to tears, and never before had she heard of a ghost falling sick. "Something terrible is at work, here." She helped Youmu up and wiped her eyes. "Come, let's go see her and get to the bottom of this."

Down the pathway, beneath the blossoms the two girls strode, Reimu holding Youmu's hand as she sniffled and tried to regain herself. As they entered the mansion grounds and beautiful gardens, Reimu looked around, but there was no one. Into the sky she looked as well; not another soul was to be seen.

"Where is everyone?" she asked.

"They've left Hakugyokurou," sniffled Youmu. "They fear Lady Yuyuko will disappear...so they've been looking for new homes..."

Into the wooden mansion they went. The place was beautiful, eerily so, with wonderful slatted floors, tiled pagoda rooftops, and paper doors and windows. But again, there was no one. Soon, they came to a set of double doors. Inside, Reimu could see many candles lit.

"Here," whispered Youmu. "Lady Yuyuko? It's me, Youmu. I've brought Hakurei Reimu."

"Come in," came a very weak, quiet voice.

Yuyuko Saigyouji, the mistress of the ghost mansion and overseer of the Netherworld, kept her deep purple eyes fixed on Reimu as she entered. Her light blue kimono was frilled with white laces. Short, purple hair fell around her cheeks. She was elegant in every way, but eerily so. Her face was stunningly beautiful with a sublime fairness. Her skin was very pale. She was older, seeming the same age in appearance as Yukari. This spectacle of a being laid on a futon in the center of the room, surrounded by candles. And as Youmu had said, she was fading – she was significantly transparent in parts of her body. Reimu could see the bottom of the futon through her...

"Yuyuko," muttered Reimu. She stepped forward, and sat down. "What's happened to you?"

The ghost mistress' amethyst eyes bored into Reimu for some time before she spoke in an extremely smooth, soft voice. "I felt a weight on my chest these last weeks...something I could not discern. Every day I strode the grounds, every day I spoke with my residents...something gnawed at me, yet the answers eluded even me..."

"You're disappearing," said Reimu. "How did this start?"

"Strange souls began appearing here within the last few days," said Yuyuko. Youmu stepped out to fetch tea. "Souls I knew not the nature of. They had no sense of self, no power. They were but weak shells, it seemed. They had not been judged by the Yama, nor even ferried across Sanzu..."

"What? But the Sanzu river is the passage between the living world and the dead," said Reimu. "How could they come here to the afterlife without passing with Komachi first?"

"I know not," whispered Yuyuko. "It was my contact with these souls that brought me to this state. As if I have been _infected_..."

"Youmu did say you've been speaking less, and eating less."

"I am losing my identity, Hakurei Reimu," said Yuyuko, gazing at the ceiling. "And as my self, as a ghost, is what retains my existence, I am fading, slowly...into a cold abyss..."

Reimu was very worried. "Where did these souls come from?"

Yuyuko shook her head. "As I have said, I know not. I had never seen anything like them before. And my mere contact with them has reduced me to this..."

Reimu cleared her throat, just as Youmu returned with tea. "Yukari has been severely injured."

The samurai gasped, and Yuyuko tore her eyes from the ceiling to look at Reimu with concern.

"What?" said she, incredulous.

"Yes," said Reimu. "As I told Youmu earlier, something serious is happening. It seems someone outside of Gensokyo is attempting to breach the Great Hakurei Barrier. And, by some means, attempt to sabotage us here inside, as well. At least, that's what I think, now."

Yuyuko's eyes darkened. "Go on."

"Yukari, too, had a weight on her chest for weeks," said Reimu. "When she finally went to investigate the source of it, outside of Gensokyo, she was attacked by a great white being with blue eyes. He injured her with a magical attack so powerful even she had to retreat and only Eirin was able to save her. According to Yukari, the being who attacked her was immune to danmaku, and also had in his possession some terrible other-worldly power called THE SULA."

The ghost mistress did not speak, so Reimu went on:

"That's why I came here," said she. "I need you to tell me everything you know about the omen of the black moon. The great white being resides inside of it, and seems to possess enormous power. Using the power of this SULA thing he has, according to Yukari, he could destroy the Hakurei Barrier, and Gensokyo would be in terrible danger."

Yuyuko did not speak, but sat up with Youmu's help to slowly sip the tea she had brought. After a few minutes, she spoke.

"This a dark matter you are delving into, Hakurei Reimu," muttered the ghost mistress. "It is not a topic dealt with lightly. The Black Moon Omen..."

Reimu gulped. "Tell me everything you know."

Yuyuko watched her for a minute, before she sipped her tea. Then, she motioned to Youmu, who closed the windows and checked the doors for other visitors. Once their safety was assured, the samurai nodded, and Yuyuko spoke.

"Rarely is the Black Moon Omen encountered in the world of the humans," she said darkly. "It first appeared within the last two or three hundred years. Occasionally, we here in the Nether receive souls who know of it, who may have died by it. But they cannot say much, for their memories are in disarray. Their selves are confused. Within days or weeks, they vanish of their own accord. But all of them have one memory retained: the memory of the Black Moon. It is only by this we can conclude they were killed by its appearance, but in the process of death, they became confused and distraught."

"What did the Yama have to say about them?" asked Reimu. The Yama, Skiki Eiki, was the judge who decided whether a passed on soul departed to Heaven, Hell, the Netherworld, or reincarnation.

"We spoke with her about them," said Yuyuko, sipping her tea again. "She sent those souls here to us because she could not discern their past deeds." Her eyes narrowed. "The ones of late, she knew nothing about. Hakurei shrine maiden, I know not if this Black Moon Omen and these corrupt, infectious souls of late are connected, but if they are..."

Reimu listened closely.

"Our enemy is learned in the realms of life and death," finished the ghost mistress. "And they are improving..."

A shiver crept up Reimu's spine. "Are...are there any souls you have here who have retained their selves through the ordeal?"

Yuyuko looked at Youmu.

"Wait," said Reimu, shocked. "You?"

Youmu looked uncomfortable. "No, stupid. There was one ghost who survived..."

"What?"

"Not truly _survived_," said Yuyuko. "She was already a ghost in the human world, residing in a village with humans and youkai. The Black Moon came for the village youkai, and the same night the ghost was sucked into Gensokyo."

"So...Gensokyo, _saved_ her?"

Yuyuko nodded. "She was not extinguished by the Black Moon. But, she has seen it with her own self, and may be able to give you the information you seek. I will send Youmu to find her; as you may have learned, many of our residents have fled."

"Fled to where?" asked Reimu, standing up.

"Hell, the Dreamworld, some even to Byakuren's ship," said Yuyuko. "It will take some time to locate her."

"What about you? You're fading."

Yuyuko smiled. "I'll figure something out."

Reimu didn't look convinced. "I'll send Eirin your way. I don't know if she'll be of much help but...at least she should know something."

Youmu came over to hold her mistress' partially transparent hand gently. "I'm here for you, mistress. I will do whatever I can."

Yuyuko smiled. It was beautiful. Even in her dismal state, this smile shone like a beacon.

Reimu stood up from kneeling beside the futon. "I have to head out," she said seriously. "Thank you for your help, Yuyuko. Let me know when you find that ghost girl. I'm going to head to Komachi and see what she has to say. I'm not keen on seeing the yama right now, so perhaps the Sanzu ferryman might know something. Take care." She bowed courteously, before she left.

Once outside the mansion, in the still air of the afterlife, surround by cherry trees, Hakurei Reimu's face darkened.

"This is only getting worse and worse," whispered the shrine maiden to herself, as she walked back down the path. Pink petals fell around her. "First Yukari, then Yuyuko...just what are we dealing with here?"

She grit her teeth for a moment. She was in turmoil. Her most daunting task yet had come; for, there was not much she could do against a threat outside of her territory: Gensokyo. A great darkness was looming, she could feel it. A small weight on her chest, now...

Once she reached the steps, she clenched her fists in frustration, before blasting into the air, sending dust flying about. Petals swirled like a pink ocean wave, particles twirling and spinning behind her. On she went, naught but a blur, back to the portal, back to her home: the home she had to protect, somehow!

* * *

><p>Sanae landed violently at the top of the steps of the Moriya shrine, yelping. Tears were streaming down her face. Her emerald eyes were filled with fear, and she was shaking. She rolled about, dirtying her hakama and haori, scraping her elbows and knees on the stone tiles, before she slid to a stop. Her tears fell below, leaving small dark spots on the ground. Quickly, she scrambled to her feet, disoriented, before she began running towards the shrine building.<p>

Kanako and Suwako were nowhere to be seen. There were only a few fairies and humans here and there among the festival decorations. They gasped and went quiet when Sanae appeared. Holding their hands over their mouths, they backed away at the disturbing sight: the cheerful Moriya Shrine maiden falling to pieces before their eyes, crying uncontrollably.

As she dashed for the shrine, Sanae looked up at the sky above her: Gensokyo's sky. The new, safe home she had come to know and love. Her new life had greeted her with open arms, after the nightmare of the black moon. She had re-ignited faith in the Moriya Shrine, made new friends, found someone she looked up to, and established a lifestyle she loved and adored, hoping it would last for years and years...

That was her dream, at least. That this happiness would last; that the worst was behind her, now.

But suddenly, that dream had shattered, and words echoed in her head from that fateful night years before:

"The moon is..._black_."

Then, the blue eyes. The blue eyes that bored into her very soul, reading everything about her...

"_He's coming for me_," Sanae panicked, sliding open the doors of the shrine and stumbling inside. "He's coming for me...He's coming for me..." She fumbled around for a gourd of water, and drank several gulps. She ran to her room and started stuffing her things into a bag. "He's coming for me, he's coming for me!" Once her bag had been filled, she ran back out of the shrine, the onlookers still watching, and took off, rocketing into the sky, her clothes flapping loudly. One or two things fell from her bag, but she paid no mind.

She sped away from Youkai Mountain, as fast as she could go.

"I have to l-leave Gensokyo," she whimpered to herself, wiping tears from her eyes, as she flew over the hills and fields and forests. "I have to go back...it's the only way I can p-protect everyone..."

* * *

><p>The Scarlet Devil Mansion loomed over Misty Lake like a mountain in and of itself. Its Gothic spires and towers stabbed into the sky as if needles, like warnings. This vampiric castle was well-known in Gensokyo, for it was the home of the vampire Remilia Scarlet, a commanding and intimidating draculina – claiming lineage from Dracula himself – and her younger sister, Flandre. Flandre was feared by many in Gensokyo for her power of destruction, and her near-insanity and dubious tendencies. She had been locked away for her own safety by her elder sister for almost five hundred years. Only recently had she returned to Gensokyo society, <em>unstable <em>and mostly _unpredictable_.

The maid, Sakuya Izayoi, took excellent care of the mansion, with her legion of fairy maid underlings. The place was always spotless, organized, and well guarded. She was diligent and careful, hardworking and considerate, but sometimes too much so.

Marisa reached a finger down the side of her broom as she sped across Misty Lake, leaving a spray of water behind her. The Scarlet Devil Mansion loomed ahead, monstrous and foreboding. It had very few windows. It was very dark inside. Despite this ominous structure looming ahead, Marisa sped ahead without a care in the world; she was a regular visitor to the vampire mansion. For, not only was she fond of the vampire Flandre – a rare occurrence in Gensokyo – but also extremely fond of the massive Voile Library, which was a colossal collection of millions of tomes from all over the world, magical and non-magical, that extended far underground. It was overseen by the enigmatic magician Patchouli Knowledge, who had delved into such magics that she was no longer human...

Marisa flitted down to the plaza before the great iron gates, where the gatekeeper waited: Hong Meiling, a red-haired martial artist who was fierce in battle, but severely outmatched against just about anyone...

"Yo, China."

Meiling did not answer, for she was asleep, as per usual. Marisa merely shuffled past her, through the gate, onto the grounds.

Great bushes and neatly trimmed hedges filled the garden all around her, wafting scents of flowers and mown grass into her nose. The breeze was cool and calming. She passed a stone fountain trickling quietly, to come around a bend in the cobblestone path to see the front steps of the mansion. And before it, under umbrellas, sitting on benches, the two vampire sisters.

Remilia, the elder and more mature of the sisters, sat with her legs crossed with a sly grin on her face, dressed in a fancy pale pink dress. Her smile grew as she saw Marisa striding towards them. Her hair was a strange blue shade, and her eyes a disturbing scarlet – blood red and slim. Her sister Flandre, who had apparently not noticed the approaching witch, was engaged in an animated conversation with Remilia. She was dressed in a red dress, childishly designed, to fit her younger appearance. She had her sister's eyes, but her hair was a bright, glowing blonde color that rivaled Marisa's. Her wings were not traditional black-skin wings like Remilia's; instead, her wings were like contorted branches, with multi-colored crystals dangling below.

Attending to them was Sakuya, the head maid. Indeed, she wore a maid's attire, but with navy instead of black, and her dress was short, to reveal a menagerie of knives in holsters on one of her legs, which were sleek, in thigh-high white socks. A long braid of wondrous silver hair fell down her back; and, as she turned around, she was seen to be exceptionally beautiful, with stark emerald eyes, that soon fell upon Marisa, and narrowed.

"Well, well, well," sang Remilia, sipping her tea.

"What's up, Remilia?" asked Marisa, coming close. She slung her broom over her shoulder nonchalantly.

Flandre turned her deep red eyes upon the witch as well, and her tiny mouth curled into a smile, displaying pure white fangs. "Mari-chan," she whispered quietly.

"Hey, Flandre," chuckled Marisa, coming up to pat Flandre on the head, eliciting a giggle from the vampire. "How are ya?"

"Wonderful!"

"Good day, Miss Kirisame," greeted Sakuya, pouring a fresh cup of tea, then offering it to Marisa.

"Ah, no thanks," said Marisa, sighing. "I'm not staying long."

Remilia sipped again. "How unusual..."

"You aren't gonna stay to play with me?" whimpered Flandre.

Marisa hesitated. "Uh...not today, but soon, I will! I...uh...I'm here at Reimu's insistence."

"Hakurei Reimu," said Remilia. "She sent you, did she? What sort of business could she have with us? We have not dined on any humans, if you must ask."

Flandre eyed Marisa and licked her lips.

"That's...fine," said Marisa, taking a step back. "It's pretty important stuff, you see. Reimu and I split up. We're gathering info from people who came from the outside world, y'know."

"Is that so?" replied Sakuya. Remilia finished her tea and the maid took it. "What is it that you wish to ask of the outside? Please know that despite our heritage, even in the outside we were quite isolated." Sakuya continued gathering dishes.

Marisa gulped. "Well, like..."

"Speak," said Remilia.

"We gotta know what you know about..." She paused, rubbing her neck. "...About the _Black Moon Omen_."

Sakuya ceased gathering dishes and turned to look at the witch. The keen eyes of the head maid did not seem to know how to react. Remilia's face darkened, and she cleared her throat:

"The Black Moon, you say..."

Marisa nodded.

"Perhaps, we should retire inside." Remilia stood up.

Once Sakuya had tidied up the porch area, the group moved indoors to a closed room with no windows. The velvet chairs and smooth carpet were comfortable, and the crystal chandelier and exquisite paintings about the place offered a soothing atmosphere as well, but this was rejected. Marisa could feel it: this was a delicate topic. As much comfort as the surroundings held, the place was instead cold and unwelcoming. Soon, the witch began to regret coming here...

Remilia sat upon a great couch, candles around her, for Sakuya had darkened the chandelier; besides, the room was not very bright to begin with. The elder vampire sister folded her legs and hands, staring straight ahead at Marisa, who stood awkwardly – she wanted to be ready to flee, despite the maid standing at the locked door behind...

"The _Black Moon_," muttered Remilia. Her red eyes glowed slightly. "My kin and I knew of many dark secrets of the world in ages past. Black powers of the world abound in the outside, Marisa Kirisame. If one is not careful..." A candle next to her instantly blew out. "...one could be consumed. The demons offer many charming gifts and contracts: vampirism is but one. However, among the circles and families of vampires throughout the years, there has been one power that we avoided. Indeed, _feared_." She leaned forward. "The _White Reaper_."

Marisa gulped. "What...is that...?"

Remilia twiddled her fingers, clacking her long red nails against each other. "He is a creature beyond a demon, who dwells within the Black Moon. When the Black Moon fills the sky, it does so without warning, and the ones it appears above must prepare for a grueling battle, resulting nearly always in..._death_." Remilia closed her eyes. "We lost many to that darkness. Those who survived became so paranoid that they perished over time through ridiculous methods. Madness. Isolation. Suicide. Afore their destruction, they lived – un-lived, that is – and told of what they had seen. Indeed, the White Reaper, who came without a sound, and slaughtered vampires in _hordes_."

"S-slaughtered?" stuttered Marisa.

Flandre had moved beside Sakuya, who held her.

"The White Reaper is cunning," continued Remilia, "and quick. We vampires consider ourselves immortal in a sense, but throughout the years, the White Reaper proved us _very wrong_. In the end, it seemed it was _he _who was the immortal one." She paused again, opening her eyes to look into Marisa's. "Unstoppable." Another candle blew out.

Marisa took a deep breath, eyeing it. "What is he?"

"We never knew," whispered Remilia. "Some said a demon, some said a god. Some said he was once a human, becoming a youkai. His true nature was never revealed; but he was above us, and powerful. Terribly powerful." Then, Remilia relaxed, and yawned. "Whatever the case, the Black Moon Omen cannot appear in Gensokyo. When it comes down to it, the Black Moon and the White Reaper are but a being and his vehicle, seeking power. The Hakurei Barrier protects us form this darkness. Therefore, we can relax."

Marisa nodded. "Yeah..."

"I have a question for you, now, Marisa Kirisame," said Remilia, watching the witch closely. "Why is it that you ask of such a thing? How did you hear of it? It is a very obscure legend...known only by those who do not hail of Gensokyo, or have some connection to the outside. How then, did you know?"

Marisa jumped and almost fell. She dropped her broom, and scrambled to pick it up. "I...uh...heard about it...from Reimu," she hesitated. "I mean, she just sent me here, was all! I didn't really know what I was...uh...asking about, to be honest."

"You lie," shot Sakuya, from behind. "You withhold something. It's written on your face."

"You can't even _see_ my face!"

Remilia smiled. "Speak," she whispered. Another candle blew out. "You are among friends."

Marisa tried to gather herself. She knew she was cornered. "Okay, look!" she said briskly, panicking. "It all started when Ran showed up at Hakurei Shrine and said Yukari was in trouble!"

"In trouble? Yukari?" said Remilia. "Yukari Yakumo?"

"That's impossible," added Sakuya, glaring at Marisa.

"It's the truth!" shouted Marisa. "We went to meet her in Mayohiga, where we found her hurt like super badly. She was bleeding everywhere, man. I had to fly all the way to Eientei and convince Eirin to come help, right out of the blue. That is not easy!"

Marisa had Remilia's full attention, now. "What did she speak of?" said the vampire. "What did Yukari say?"

"She was attacked by this huge white cloak figure," said Marisa, gesturing wildly. "She had like, this heavy thing...this feeling, for like all this time, ya see. And now it got stronger. So she went to check it out, ya know? In the outside! Well, wherever she showed up, this guy was waiting for her. Inside of a black orb fortress...from what it sounds like, the Black Moon. And this guy who attacked her, sounds like this White Reaper."

There was silence for a bit. Remilia was quiet. Soon, Sakuya stepped forward.

"While I am sorry for Miss Yakumo," said the maid, "what Mistress Scarlet said before still stands: the Black Moon Omen cannot breach the Hakurei Barrier, therefore we are safe. I wish Miss Yakumo a speedy recovery."

Marisa took a deep breath. "That's where it gets serious, people. This White Reaper dude, he _can_. And probably _will_. Soon. At least, that's what Reimu thinks..."

"What possible evidence could Hakurei Reimu have to make this absurd claim?" replied Remilia.

"Yukari herself said it," said Marisa. "Inside the Black Moon, before she was attacked, she saw this sort of power thing the White Reaper guy had in his possession. She said it was something that could neutralize, even _destroy_ the Hakurei Barrier. I don't know all the details, but if Yukari said so, it's gotta be true."

Remilia glanced over at Sakuya, who was speechless. Flandre didn't seem to know how to react, she just clenched the maid's skirt tightly.

"Marisa Kirisame," said Remilia at length.

"Er...uh, yes?"

"We at the Scarlet Devil Mansion will aid you in any way we can," declared Remilia. "Sakuya?"

"Yes, mistress?"

"You will aid Miss Kirisame in her search for information," commanded Remilia, at which Sakuya curtsied. "I will alert Patchouli downstairs, in the library. All books and tomes on the topic of the Black Moon Omen will be collected and scoured; come, peruse them at your leisure. We here understand the threat of the Black Moon Omen...if it were to appear here in Gensokyo..." She paused. "I know not what would transpire, but...it would not be _pleasant_. Please convey this message to Hakurei Reimu."

"Yeah," replied Marisa. "I will." Before, Marisa did not take this matter seriously. But, just then, she had been legitimately scared...

"I will follow you, Miss Kirisame," said Sakuya, as she and the witch left the mansion, leaving Remilia behind, looking concerned. "Should we find a divergent path in investigation, I will separate from you to pursue it. Our thoroughness in this matter is of the utmost importance. The information my mistress provided on the Black Moon Omen is but one facet of the gem: it is likely others who have come to Gensokyo can shed further light on this threat."

"Uh, right," replied Marisa. They came outside, and Marisa mounted her broom. "We're s'posed to find Aya. Supposedly she has a list of people who have come to Gensokyo and might know some stuff."

Sakuya seemed critical. "The tengu reporter?"

"Yeah, what's up?"

"Nothing," said Sakuya. She brushed silver hair from her eyes. "Lead the way."

* * *

><p>On she went, panting and breathless. Her clothes were torn, her energy drained. Sanae had flown as fast as she could, as far as she could, into a vast wilderness on the outskirts of Gensokyo – near to the Great Hakurei Barrier. Pushing through the bushes, sunlight filtering through the treetops above, Sanae struggled onward. Soon, she could go no further, and fell to her knees on the dirt, sucking in air.<p>

"He's...c-coming..." she wheezed. Strands of green hair fell over her eyes. Her bag was nearly empty, for all the things she had dropped and not cared to pick back up...

After an episode of breathing, Sanae sat quietly, gazing up at the leaves.

"Gensokyo," she whispered, closing her eyes, feeling a cool breeze blow over her. "I must do all I can to protect you. I can't let him find you. I can't..."

Suddenly, there was a huge gust of wind, and Sanae held her hands up to brace against it. Once it had passed, she opened her eyes hesitantly.

Before her stood a woman, in a gothic black and white dress adorned with ribbons and leather straps. From her shoulders hung a royal-looking gold and red cape. However, her wavy hair was the most envied in all the land. A beautiful amber color seeped upwards from the ends like living dye, and faded away into a deep violet, like an ocean underneath the early morning sky. It hung to her waist, and seemed to glow in color. Her brown eyes were soft and kind. She stood before Sanae, her clothes flapping quietly in the breeze. She held her head high, but not arrogantly so.

"_Byakuren_," gasped Sanae, her eyes wide. "How did you...?"

The woman, spoke gently, extending a hand. "Why do you flee, child?"


	5. Episode 4: Chronicles of Cataclysm

Sanae was speechless. Byakuren stood silently, her red cape blowing in the wind, around them the sound of rustling leaves and creaking branches. The sun was beginning to set, casting a beautiful light upon the saint, Byakuren Hijiri. Her face seemed so _gentle_, she might caress an enraged dragon into a comfortable sleep with her mere words and presence. Among Yuyuko and Yukari, Byakuren was of such stature. She was known and loved by all, and immensely powerful, a monk from a time long past...

"To flee is to give up," whispered Byakuren, her hand still outstretched. "And when one stands together, to give up is to abandon your allies..."

Sanae looked down and clenched her fists. "You don't understand..."

Byakuren's eyes narrowed. "Child?"

"What is coming," muttered Sanae, "you have _no_ idea what's coming..."

Stepping forward, Byakuren fell to her knees as well, face to face with Sanae, who had more tears forming in her eyes. The monk wiped them away gently. "My sweet child. You are not alone."

"You're wrong," said the shrine maiden. "He...knows everything..._about_ me..." She shuddered, holding herself. "Suwako-sama and Kanako-sama...yes, they were there, too...but...I..."

Byakuren seemed to not fully understand what Sanae was talking about, but she patted her on the head nonetheless, and stroked her hair. "No one can _truly_ know another," said she. "Are you different now than you were?"

Sanae knew this was true, but she remained quiet.

"I have felt it," continued Byakuren. "It is why I was out here, near to the Hakurei Barrier. There is a great disturbance in the flow of energy in the world, like a dam before a river. It is powerful, suffocating. I have dwelt upon it for weeks, distancing myself from my followers, to keep my sight clear. But, I have realized I am not alone."

"Do you know about it, Byakuren-sama?" whimpered Sanae.

The monk took hold of the shrine maiden and embraced her. "I do, my child. The Black Moon Omen. I know it not as you do, but I know of its danger. I came to Gensokyo long before its first appearance, but my senses have revealed it to me, in sight and in dream. It is indeed, coming."

"He's coming for me!" cried Sanae, into Byakuren's chest. "I don't know wh-what to do!"

"You must not run from your fear," said Byakuren gently. "Otherwise," she paused, "you will run_ forever_. Nothing will change."

"But, I must protect everyone!" despaired Sanae. "He's coming for me...if I leave, I can save Gensokyo..."

"My child," said Byakuren, with a serious tone. She released Sanae – who looked shocked – and Byakuren stood up, straight and tall, strong. "As long as the Black Moon and Gensokyo both exist upon this earth, he will come for _all _of us. He is a serpent whose greed shalt be never satisfied: that is his existence. Endless power itself would not be enough. He is a black disease, erasing the wonders of the world in his path, sucking the magic dry from even the smallest fairy." Her hazel eyes narrowed further. "This was inevitable. The day he did learn of Gensokyo, this was fated to be..."

She extended her hand again.

"You alone, even if you should leave," Byakuren continued, "cannot stop him. He would come, with fire and with darkness. You, my child, would be nothing but a morsel for his meal..."

Sanae was shaking. "What...what c-can we even do...?"

Byakuren was quiet for a few moments. "We must put aside our differences, all of us, and stand together as one: as _Gensokyo_."

* * *

><p>In the land of Gensokyo is a curious individual, a secretly eccentric man who collects rarities. He is generally impersonal, and runs his own shop, though with self-inflicted difficulty; for recognizing the value of an item leads to his refusal to sell it, upon many occasions. He is half-human and half-youkai, walking the realm of peace betwixt the two races. This man's rickety little shop is called Kourindou, and it sits complacently between the Great Forest of Magic and the Human Village. There are many familiar objects there, and many strange ones, as well...<p>

His name is Rinnosuke Morichika.

The wooden door of the store burst open, to reveal Reimu standing there, sighing. She looked exhausted.

Rinnosuke sat behind his desk, poring over a thick book, which he read upside-down. He peered at Reimu through his slim glasses. Silver hair fell down around his keen golden eyes. His face was slim, and his expression constantly seeming somewhat amused. The rundown, cluttered, and stuffy nature of his shop was contrasted by his near-spotless black and blue yukata, bearing with him a proper air. He continued to peer at the shrine maiden before turning back to his book.

Reimu shut the door behind her and slouched forward, trudging to the desk. "Hey, Kourin," she muttered.

"What's got you so frazzled?" replied Rinnosuke, still not looking away from his book.

"I've been all over Gensokyo gathering information today," said Reimu. She pulled up a chair with a screech. "I'm a little worn out."

"I see."

"I thought Komachi could help me out but I can't find her anywhere." Reimu turned the chair backwards and sat with her arms folded over the back, resting her head.

Rinnosuke turned a page calmly. "Did you check Sanzu?"

Reimu scowled. "Of course I checked Sanzu," she snapped. "That was the first flippin' place I went."

"How about the yama?"

The shrine maiden shuddered. "Eh," she said. "I...uh...don't feel like going to see her..."

"Afraid she'll dig up some secret thing you did?"

Reimu didn't answer.

Rinnosuke chuckled in response. "What sort of information were you looking for?"

"Well," said Reimu, "apparently it's a very...um..._dark_ topic. Only people from the outside world would know of it."

Rinnosuke's eyes narrowed and he slowly closed his book. "Is this why you're here?"

"Yes," said Reimu. "But, it only pertains to the last two or three hundred years, not eons ago like you."

The shopkeeper eyed her. "Are you calling me old?"

"You are, aren't you?"

The two stared each other down for a few moments, before they both laughed.

"How can I be of service to you today, Reimu-san?" said Rinnosuke, standing up, as Reimu giggled.

"Well," said Reimu, gathering herself, "it's a very delicate topic. And um..." The carefree atmosphere faded, as she got quiet. "Things have...happened. Bad things."

Rinnosuke's smile vanished. "What sort of things?"

"This incident is the mother of all incidents," said Reimu darkly. "Yukari's hurt and Yuyuko is disappearing. It's gotten more and more serious as I learn more and more about what the threat is."

"What is the threat?"

Reimu took a deep breath. "It's called...the Black Moon."

Rinnosuke didn't jump or make a scary face. He instead began rubbing his chin and pacing, thinking hard. "The Black Moon..."

Reimu watched him for a bit, uneasy. "What do you know?"

"Reimu," said the shopkeeper, "I deal in items and rarities that fall into Gensokyo from the outside world. I am able to instantly tell an item's name and its purpose. This Black Moon you speak of...it doesn't ring a bell. Perhaps someone like the magician Patchouli Knowledge would be better suited to aiding you."

Reimu looked crestfallen. Noticing this, Rinnosuke spoke up a bit more.

"But!" he said. "I will definitely keep this in mind. From what you've said, this is something serious. Yukari is hurt? That's serious in and of itself."

"It seems like someone is trying to transgress the Great Hakurei Barrier," replied Reimu, worriedly. "And I feel as if that someone – this great being in white – is sabotaging us here, preventing us from defending against this attack..." She looked at the floor. Then, "You don't have any books or cassette thingies that could help me at all?"

Hesitantly, Rinnosuke shook his head. "I'm sorry. I have never heard of it until today."

Reimu got up, and made to leave.

"But!" shouted Rinnosuke, and Reimu jumped. "I will start looking!"

"Y-you will?"

"Of course," replied the shopkeeper. He began opening drawers and pulling out all kinds of dusty books and moldy magazines. "I'll start now! Perhaps, I can find something – _something_ – of relevance, before the festival tonight."

Reimu froze. "Festival? I don't recall holding any sort of...wait..."

Rinnosuke glanced at her.

"You're right!" exclaimed Reimu. "The Moriya Shrine Festival! Everyone will be there!"

The shopkeeper, still rummaging in his drawers, pointed at a great grandfather clock in the corner. "It starts in only a few minutes," said he. "I'll bet you Komachi-san is there, too. I'll be heading there myself in a little while...Kochiya-san's candy apples are the absolute _best_."

"I don't have time for candy apples!" shot Reimu. She was holding her head. "I've got to get there...Sanae, and Kanako...and...and...Aya..."

Rinnosuke put his things down and took Reimu by the shoulders, guiding her to the door. "Go on, then. It sounds like Gensokyo needs you again, Reimu-san. Just don't forget to enjoy a festival when you're at one." He laughed.

Reimu snapped back to her senses, finding herself outside. The sun was setting. There was no one around; everyone was going to the festival, by now.

"Er...um, right," said the shrine maiden. "Thanks, Rinnosuke." She turned to look up at him. "I'll see you there!"

He waved goodbye as she blasted into the sky, skirt flapping, and burst off towards the Moriya Shrine.

* * *

><p>"Aya!" called Marisa, shuffling through the many youkai and humans at the Moriya Shrine festival.<p>

The sky was darkening, and the paper lanterns were lit. The wondrous sounds of the festival filled the air! The smells of food wafted here and there, eliciting stomach grumbles. Mystia Lorelei, the sparrow girl, toted her portable stand about, offering yakitori to passersby. The Primsriver sisters – three poltergeists with musical instruments – floated above, dressed in kimonos, playing traditional Japanese music and enka. It was a warm, lovely place. But, Marisa was in a fit.

"Geeze," seethed the witch. "When you don't need her, she's there. When she's there, you don't need her. When you need her, she's not there!" She pushed past a group of kappas hurriedly trying to win a tiny baby turtle at a shooting game.

Then, through the crowd, Marisa spotted a white wolf tail wagging. "Momiji!" shouted the witch.

The owner of this magnificent tail was a young, innocent-looking girl with short, ruffled white hair. She was the wolf tengu, Momiji Inubashiri, a loyal friend of Aya's. She was dressed in a white haori and red hakama, herself, with a great sword strapped to her back, upon that a great shield with a red leaf symbol upon it. Her eyes were a deep red, but large and round – for she was wide-eyed and curious. Upon her head was a red tokin – a box-like hat worn by tengus. Her ears pricked up at her name, and she spun around attentively, almost knocking people out of the way with her weapons...

"Did someone call me?" she said into the crowd. Several shrugged.

Marisa pushed through more people, not taking her eyes off the wolf girl. "Momiji!" she called again.

Momiji spun around a few more times, as confused as ever, before turning to Marisa's direction just as the witch slapped her hand onto the wolf girl's shoulder, causing her to yelp. Momiji had one large canine that showed when she spoke, and in this case, leapt in surprise.

"Marisa Kirisame!" breathed the wolf, holding her chest.

"What's with all the weapons, Momiji?" asked Marisa.

"Oh, these?" said the wolf girl, still catching her breath. "Well, you never know when a fight may break out!"

Marisa eyed her. "I see you wore a kimono. Makin' me feel under-dressed."

Momiji looked down at herself. "This isn't a kimono!" Her white tail swished. "And, I wear this all the time, Kirisame-san!" She giggled.

"God, you're so cute," muttered Marisa.

"Huh?"

"I'm not jealous, I swear."

"What?" Momiji's eyes were huge, inspecting Marisa, wondering what was going on.

"Nothing," said Marisa, with a smile. "Say, you seen Aya around? I've been all over Gensokyo lookin' for her. I saw you and was like, 'Hey, I bet Momiji knows where Aya's gotten off to."'

Momiji rubbed her neck. "Well, to be honest," said she, "I was looking for her, too."

"...Great."

"Shall we look together?" asked Momiji politely.

Marisa sighed. "Yeah, sure."

The two girls began walking and pushing through the crowd yet again, glancing about for the ever-so-elusive crow tengu reporter, Aya Shameimaru.

"Are you enjoying the festival, Kirisame-san?" asked Momiji.

"Actually, I just got here," replied Marisa. "I've got serious business...to, er...take care of..." She was drawn away by the smell of delicious foods.

"Kirisame-san?" asked Momiji. She turned just in time to see the stand Marisa wandered over to, before a massive Oni with a horn on her forehead blocked her view.

"Look at this!" exclaimed Marisa. "This stuff looks delicious!"

"Kirisame-san!" called Momiji, hurriedly making her way over. "Kirisame-san, please do not become distracted!"

"Doesn't it look good?" came a voice.

"Yeah!" said Marisa. "Make this yourself, didja?" She looked up.

"Yes, I did," replied Kanako Yasaka, for she was behind the counter.

"What?!" shouted Marisa, stumbling backwards. "What...are...what are you doing here?"

The Moriya shrine goddesses' eyes narrowed. "It so happens that this is _my_ shrine."

"No, I mean, like," hesitated Marisa, as Momiji arrived, breathless, "Sanae said you and Suwa-chan weren't helping. You know, with the festival things. She said she was doin' it all herself."

Kanako was the one who hesitated, now. "Oh, yes." She started scooping yakisoba into a bowl. "The festival turned out to be bigger than we anticipated. She eventually asked for our help."

"That doesn't sound like Sanae," said Marisa, rubbing her chin. "She always said she'd do it all herself so Reimu'd be impressed or somethin'..."

"Hakurei Reimu?" asked Kanako, still scooping noodles.

"Kanako-sama," said Momiji. She hadn't taken her eyes off the goddess. "You seem uneasy."

"I do?" replied Kanako. "Nonsense, Inubashiri-san. The work of the festival is only getting to me, it is that simple."

"Gettin' to you?" Marisa said. "You're a friggin' goddess."

"And besides," added Momiji, "the festival's only just started."

"It has been a long day," replied Kanako. She handed Marisa the bowl of noodles. "Here."

"Aw, score!" exclaimed the witch, and instantly began eating. "Free yakisoba!" she said, muffled through her food...

"Such poor manners," commented Kanako. "And it's not free."

"It'll have to be," replied Marisa. "I'm broke."

Kanako scowled. Momiji giggled and fished money from her pocket to pay, at which:

"Double score!" said Marisa, smiling. "See?" She snapped her fingers in Kanako's face, causing her to scowl even more. "_Free. Yakisoba._"

"Kanako-sama, have you seen Aya?" asked Momiji, paying for yakisoba of her own. "I've been looking all over for her..."

Marisa, her mouth stuffed with food, attempted a gesture to indicate she was, as well, but only performed some sort of weird wiggly-shuffle motion with a thumb pointed to herself. Kanako raised her eyebrows at this display.

"I am afraid not," said she.

Momiji's ears drooped. "I see...I haven't seen her since this afternoon."

Marisa chewed frantically so she could join the conversation.

"Where did you see her last?" asked Kanako.

Momiji wrung her hands, before taking the yakisoba. "Somewhere around here actually. I've stayed here to look for her, so I was here when the festival began..."

Marisa swallowed her noodles. "You were here when it started?"

"Mhm," replied Momiji.

"How was Sanae's kagura dance?" asked Marisa excitedly. "Did Suwa-chan ring the bell? It's interesting to me, 'cause I've only ever seen Reimu do all that stuff by herself, and she doesn't even do it anymore."

"Sanae's kagura dance?" said Momiji, confused. "What's that?"

"It's like, when the shrine maiden takes her shovel-looking thing and waves it around while people play music. It's some kinda ward, but I don't know anything about shrine maiden magic, so like, I just come for the -" She paused. "Wait."

"More noodles?" interrupted Kanako, trying to hand Marisa another bowl, though hers was only half-empty, and she ignored her, besides.

"Sanae didn't do her kagura dance?" said Marisa.

"I have not seen Kochiya-san the entire time I've been here," said Momiji.

Marisa turned to Kanako, who was fidgeting. "Dude," said the witch. "Where's Sanae?"

"More noodles?" repeated the goddess.

"She's not here," came a voice.

Everyone turned to see Reimu standing a few feet away, leaning against a wooden post, the light from its paper lantern cast upon her face; upon it, an expression of suspicion. She glared at Kanako, who glared back. Reimu's arms were folded, and she did not look amused.

"What do you mean she's not here?" echoed Marisa, looking from Reimu to Kanako and back again.

"I _mean_," continued Reimu, "she knew we'd be looking for her. So, she fled."

Kanako remained silent.

"She knew?" said Marisa. "I'm, like, so confused." Then, "Wait. _That's_ why she disappeared during Yukari's explanation!"

Reimu nodded. "She knows. And, if she goes so far as to run away from the festival _she_ prepared, it must be serious."

"Hakurei Reimu," declared Kanako, drawing herself up – though, she did not seem intimidating behind a yakisoba counter and wearing an apron. "You must stop this, at once."

Reimu walked over the counter and slammed her fist down on it. Momiji and Marisa backed away. Many of the surrounding humans and youkai went silent, watching.

"Gensokyo is in _danger!_" shouted Reimu. "I've been working myself to the _bone_ today, trying to do all I can to help! And _you!"_ She seethed visibly. "You know what's going on, don't you!? Why are you hiding it!? Just tell me everything you know so I can _fucking _do _something_ about it!" Tears were forming in her eyes.

"Reimu...?" mumbled Marisa.

"I can't...do _anything_," muttered Reimu, gritting her teeth. Her clenched fists still rested on the counter top. Many of the passersby were whispering to each other. "There's..._nothing_..."

Kanako removed her apron. Her face was both of anger and remorse. "Come with me." She stepped out from behind the counter and glided towards the shrine building.

Reimu didn't budge, so Marisa took her hand calmly and pulled her along. Tears were streaming down her face. Momiji's eyes were wide, and sad. She followed, slowly.

Once to the shrine, Kanako ordered everyone else out, and the led the girls in. She closed the door behind them. It was mostly quiet. Faintly, the sounds and music of the festival could be heard.

"Sit," said Kanako, placing cushions on the hard wooden floor. She disappeared into a back room.

Everyone took a seat. Marisa still held Reimu's hand, as she tried to gather herself. Momiji scooted closer, and took Reimu's other hand, at which Reimu smiled weakly.

"Thank you, Momiji," muttered the shrine maiden. "I'm sorry I blasted you with danmaku that one time..."

"Do not worry about it," replied the wolf girl, smiling.

Kanako returned, carrying a small box. She took a seat across from the girls, and stared at them each in turn, coming to Reimu lastly...

"Hakurei Reimu," began Kanako. "Suwako-sama and myself do not speak of our past for one reason, and one reason alone: to protect our beloved Sanae-chan. She is our little sister, she is our servant, she is like unto my own daughter, by now. The events from several years ago, before we came to Gensokyo..." She paused. "They have scarred her."

Kanako slowly opened the box, and pulled out a glass case. Inside this small glass case were several links of black chain, levitating. Some of them were broken, but three of the links remained connected. An ominous feeling swept over the room.

"What...is that...?" muttered Reimu. She had gathered herself, now.

Kanako took a deep breath. "A nightmare," said she. "The night that the Moriya Shrine came to Gensokyo, we were attacked. Our venture here, it was naught but an _escape_. We did not come here by choice. We fled. Gensokyo was presented to us by Yukari Yakumo at the opportune time, for the Black Moon had set its sights upon _us._"

Reimu looked serious. "How did you know?"

"We didn't," said Kanako, gazing at the black chains. "We only _felt _it. Like a weight on our chests. Suwako-sama was the first to experience it. She relayed it to me, but I did not believe her. It was only a few days later that I sensed it as well. The villagers who once worshiped us were vanishing, until only a handful remained. My powers, and Suwako-sama's powers, were dwindling. We had to do _something_."

"And that was when Yukari found ya," said Marisa quietly.

"Yes," said Kanako. "And it was nearly too late. We had to leave, but the question was: how would Sanae react? She was but a human, who dreamed of becoming a shrine maiden. She had found us, and we took her in. She still had a family in the human world. Leaving for Gensokyo would mean leaving them behind. Seeing them again was next to impossible. And, Suwako-sama and myself had no idea what exactly Gensokyo had in store for us. We needed preparation. But, we did not get it." Kanako set the glass case on the floor, watching it for a few moments. "The day we broke the news to Sanae; that night, the attack came."

Reimu was quiet.

"A wave blew over the mountain, affecting us deeply," said Kanako. "I was able to defend from it, myself, but I was away. Suwako-sama protected Sanae, but my fellow goddess was unprepared, and took the brunt of the attack. Her power was drained, she was weak, and could not fight, as the Black Moon appeared, and its denizens descended..."

"Who came...?" asked Reimu.

Kanako's eyes narrowed. "There were three of them," said she. "The first was an undead."

"An undead?" chuckled Marisa. "Like a jiang shi? That's it?"

"You haven't an inkling of who these people are," replied Kanako. "This undead was not like Yoshika-san. I could _feel_ this one's power. She could not speak, but showed a level of intellect far above that of even a high-level jiang shi. She was advanced, using chains as weapons, and impervious to danmaku."

"_Impervious?_" repeated Reimu.

"Yes," said Kanako. "Sanae-chan did battle with her, and was injured. Yet, the undead girl was unaffected, and came relentlessly. But she was not the real threat. I did battle with another, myself."

"You did?"

"A strange man, who seemed to be half-angel and half-demon."

Reimu's eyes were wide. "What the _hell_...

"His power was immense, pushing myself back," said Kanako. "Able to petrify objects in an instant, and able to travel at ridiculous speeds, with ridiculous strength. One of Suwako-sama's Mishaguji came to aid, and carried him away, keeping the undead at bay, as well."

"Those Mishaguji are no joke, man," said Marisa.

"We barely escaped with our lives, were it not for the Mishaguji."

"Who was the last?" asked Reimu.

Kanako was quiet. "If you have searched for information as thoroughly as I expect you have," she whispered, "I think you already know..."

The girls all stared at the black chain.

"The White Reaper," said Marisa at length.

"What?" said Reimu.

"It's what the vampires used to call him," said the witch. "Remilia is having Patchouli gather all the books she can about him and his Black Moon."

"Yuyuko says he is learned in the ways of life and death," said Reimu. "Infected, blank souls are funneling into Hakugyokorou with memories of the Black Moon. Contact with them has made Yuyuko sick, and she's beginning to disappear."

Momiji gasped.

"And that's not the half of it," continued Reimu, leaning forward, her eyes boring into Kanako. "Yukari was terribly injured when she tried to investigate the weight on _her_ chest, in the outside world. She came face to face with the White Reaper, himself, and discovered he possesses a power he could use to _destroy_ the Great Hakurei Barrier."

Kanako's brows furrowed, and fear showed in her face. "So...it has come again..." After a bit, "This is why you have been gathering information."

"It started when Ran came to me at the shrine and said Yukari needed me," said Reimu. "By the time we met up with her in Mayohiga, she had already been attacked. She sent for me before she had even done any investigating, herself. She already knew it would be this serious, Kanako."

"But," said the goddess, "what can we do against a threat outside of our borders?"

"That's why I need the help of the Moriya Shrine," said Reimu. "I've come up with...sort of a plan, and I'm going to need Sanae."

"You have a plan?" said Marisa. "Why wasn't I told about this, man?"

"Because," said Reimu, "I just came up with it, now."

"What?"

"Yes." Reimu stood up. "Kanako. Where is Sanae?"

Kanako looked away.

"Where is she?!"

The goddess whispered quietly. "I do not know."

"You don't know?" Reimu stamped her foot. "How can you not know?!"

Kanako stood up as well, puffing out her chest. She towered over the Hakurei Shrine maiden. "Do not use that tongue with me, human! I have searched for her, myself, but to avail. If you need her, I suggest you search, yourself! If she left, she left with reason! I shall stay here, and work hard at the festival our dear Sanae put together, herself! For, if she comes back, this is where she shall come."

"You aren't even worried?" asked Momiji shyly.

"I am," said Kanako. Her shoulders fell.

"She was with us when we found Yukari, and heard of her encounter," said Reimu, stepping forward. "Once Yukari had mentioned the Black Moon and the White Reaper, that was when it seemed Sanae disappeared."

Kanako's eyes widened. "Then...she couldn't have..."

"Where do ya think she's gone?" said Marisa, getting to her feet, as well. "If we all split up, I'm sure we can find her quick enough."

"Where might you even start?" shot Kanako. "If she is troubled by the returning nightmare – the darkness that took her _weeks_ to recover from – there is no telling where she has gone..." Tears formed in her eyes. Reimu and the others were floored – no one had ever seen the strong, upright Yasaka goddess _crying_. "My dear, dear Sanae...you must be _so_ confused, and _scared_..."

_Bam._

The door burst open, and everyone turned to look.

Her scarlet eyes were fierce, and her short black hair blew about from the gust created from the swinging door – perhaps some _added_ wind for dramatic effect – for she was Aya Shameimaru, reporter for the Bunbunmaru Newspaper! She was the fastest in Gensokyo. As a crow tengu, small black-feathered wings sprouted from her back. Her white blouse was sprinkled with strips of fall season patterns, that trickled down onto her black skirt. Upon her head was a red tokin as well. Her ears were pointed; an orange armband read "The Scoop"; her red wooden sandals were tall; around her neck hung a high-end camera; and, in her hand she held a _hauchiwa_ fan – which seemed like an oversized orange leaf. This girl's appearance was so _eccentric_, she allowed her audience to soak it all in before she spoke loudly.

"Breaking news!" she shouted. "Sanae Kochiya, Moriya Shrine maiden, seen falling to pieces this afternoon while making festival preparations! She broke into her own shrine and left with a small bag! Disappeared into the horizon, sources say!"

"Aya!" cried Momiji.

"You're damn hard to get a hold of, y'know that?" laughed Marisa.

"She left?" muttered Reimu.

"I have found Miss Shameimaru, Miss Kirisame," came a voice. It was Sakuya, who shuffled in past the tengu.

"I see that," said Marisa. "How did you find her?"

"I may have purposefully caused a ruckus in the Human Village," said Sakuya. "She came very quickly."

Marisa gaped. "Why didn't I think of that..."

"Wait," interrupted Reimu. "What do you mean, '_she left_'?"

Aya looked taken aback. "I mean what I mean," he replied. She spoke very quickly. "I report only the truth and nothin' but the truth, Hakurei Reimu. People who gathered at this spot earlier today recalled seeing her fly in, crying, come inside, and leave with a bag, still crying. Did I mention she was crying? I wish I'd have gotten a picture..."

Reimu spun to Kanako. "What does this mean?"

Kanako was quiet. "I fear our Sanae-chan may be trying to leave Gensokyo..."

Everyone froze.

"What?" said Marisa at length, incredulous. "_Leave?_"

Reimu was panicking again. "Leave!? You can't just...leave! There's the Barrier, and there's...the Black Moon is...and he could get her and then I wouldn't have anyone to...!"

Momiji took Reimu by the shoulders. "Reimu-san! Get a hold of yourself, please!"

"Just as none can merely step into Gensokyo when encountering the border," said Sakuya properly, "none can merely step out of Gensokyo in the same fashion. She will not be able to leave. Her power is too great, and the conditions for entering Gensokyo do not apply the same to those wishing to leave."

Reimu was breathing heavily. "I have to...stop her..." She jumped. "Aya!"

Aya saluted. "I know exactly what you're about to ask!"

"Let's go, then!" shouted Reimu. She bolted for the door.

"Wait, what's going on?!" exclaimed Marisa, looking confused.

"They're going to search for Kochiya-san," said Momiji. "We must join them!" She grabbed the witch's hand and drug her out the door, as well.

"Whoa, wait! You can't just...!"

Sakuya watched them go, before turning to Kanako. "Will you not be joining us? It is your shrine maiden, after all."

Kanako sat down, gazing at the floor. "I do not feel I am worthy to face her."

"How so?"

"I feel as if I have let her down, after all these years..." She paused. "I thought Gensokyo would be _safe_. I only ever wanted to see her smiling face..."

Sakuya said nothing in response. She watched the Yasaka goddess for a few moments. Perhaps, in a way, she could understand how Kanako felt. Keeping a truth hidden from others, to protect the one you love...Sakuya was only reminded strongly of her mistress Remilia, and how she had locked away her own, dangerous, unstable sister, Flandre, for five hundred years...

"Good luck," muttered Kanako. "Please take care of my Sanae..."

Sakuya bowed, before stepping out and closing the door with a clack. A few moments later, she blasted into the sky after the other girls, breaking the sound barrier in mere seconds. The festival-goers quieted a little to watch them go, before returning to their revelries. These people, who lived in Gensokyo, youkai and humans alike, they gazed at the sky.

They had not the slightest clue of the danger.

* * *

><p>Deep within the darkness of the Forest of Magic – the shadow-laden chunk of land in Gensokyo where few human or youkai dare to tread – great, giant mushrooms grew without limit. The spores they released into the air made it difficult for any life. However, the darkness was thick. Marisa the witch's house was here, and the puppeteer, Alice Margatroid's as well. Rinnosuke's shop lay on its borders...<p>

But tonight, a deeper shadow encroached upon this land. A darkness the likes of which Gensokyo had never seen.

A great flash of red light enveloped a clearing in the Forest of Magic, though still where no eyes could see it. Steam rose from this clearing, and the deafening _gong_ echoed across the nearby mountains. Leaves were blown about, and the dust settled...

In the midst of this once-empty-clearing now lay a small wooden house, dilapidated and run-down. Its slats were moldy, its windows foggy. Coagulated blood crusted their edges. Bits of splinters rained down on the grass, still disturbed from the surge of energy. Red runes snaked about, and then faded.

The metal handle upon the door shook vigorously, rattling. Then, it stopped. The sound of a lock being undone sounded across the trees, then the door swung open.

"What a ride..." It was a young girl's voice, with an accent. "I didn't think those ghosts would give me that much trouble...or that spell card would need that much energy..."

Out of the darkness of the house stepped Iliasviel Luftwaffe. Her red, glowing eyes of many pupils darted here and there before she stretched, moaning loudly. She gave a small giggle.

"Looks like I've made it."


	6. Episode 5: Seed of Ruin

"Sanae," whispered Reimu, as she soared over the dark treetops, on the outskirts of Gensokyo. Her eyes scoured the leaves and foliage for any sign of the Moriya shrine maiden. "Sanae...where have you gone...?"

It was very dim, upon these outskirts. Only the light from the moon and the stars allowed Reimu any sight. The only sound was the flapping of her red skirt, as she flew.

She sucked air into her lungs. "_Sanae!_" Reimu yelled, as loudly as she could, glancing around.

Moments later, Marisa came flying over on her broom. She was panting. "Any luck?" she asked.

Reimu didn't answer. She looked down, clenching her fists.

"Ah," replied Marisa, brushing blonde hair from her eyes. "Gotcha. Well, guess I'll keep looking. Sakuya did say she couldn't leave Gensokyo."

"That's not to say there _aren't_ ways to leave," said Reimu. "Sanae's not a stupid girl. She may be..._confused,_ right now, and worried...but she's not stupid."

Marisa bit her lip. "I suppose she's not."

"To think Sanae had a face-to-face encounter with the White Reaper like that," muttered Reimu, "all those years ago. And, she never had the nerve to mention it..."

"Well," said Marisa, "it's like Kanako said, they didn't bring it up again because it hurt Sanae so bad, y'know? If she and Suwa-chan thought Gensokyo was safe from the Black Moon Omen, what reason was there to even like remember it, at all? They thought the past was behind them. Bet'cha Sanae lived every day here thankful that was over, and that she wouldn't have to worry 'bout it ever again. Her smilin' face was a symbol o' that. I think..." She paused. "I think that's why Sanae flipped so badly. Her life was turned upside down, man. And since she's gotten settled here, what messed all that up is coming back, again. It's coming back to haunt her."

Reimu gripped her gohei rod tightly. She didn't speak for a few moments. Then, she relaxed. "Marisa, you say some pretty good things, once in a blue moon."

Marisa grinned. "Look. I think...of all people, right now, Sanae needs _you_, Reimu."

The Hakurei shrine maiden looked a little shocked. "Me?"

"She called you her 'shrine maiden sister,' earlier today. I'll be damned if I didn't think that meant something."

"What's with you today?" replied Reimu. "You're saying things with actual _meaning. _Are you sick or something?" She tried to feel Marisa's forehead, and the witch laughed, slapping her hand away.

"Stop it!" she chuckled. "Get your freakin' self going."

Reimu smiled gently. "Right."

"I'll keep looking, too. We gotta hurry."

Reimu nodded, then blasted off towards the ground, shooting through the canopy of the forest. She sped along, weaving through the tree trunks, trailing leaves behind her. Her keen brown eyes scoured everything, but though they were keen, they were also soft. Reimu had generally thought of Sanae Kochiya as naive, and somewhat of an annoyance: always pestering Reimu about shrine maiden magic, rituals, even just general tips on how to become a better shrine maiden. Reimu overlooked these things, disregarding them, not seeing them for what they were. She didn't realize what _she _was: a role model. Sanae looked up to Reimu; she always saw Reimu as an older sister figure.

Now, it was time for Reimu to fulfill that role.

"Sanae," whispered Reimu, as she flew. "Where _are_ you...?"

* * *

><p>One of the more formidable and reclusive magicians in Gensokyo was a quiet, proper girl. She possessed such power and pride that she disliked winning battles out of pure strength, and preferred to win a battle through wit, than to overpower, even if she might lose. She lived alone, in the Forest of Magic, where few humans and youkai dared to tread. It was a quiet place, where she could research her own magic: puppetry.<p>

Her name was Alice Margatroid.

The little white house she lived in was humble. A neat and tidy garden spread across the front, with short, trimmed hedges along the cobblestone path. Inside, the blonde, stoic girl weaved and sewed her servants together: dolls, imbued with all sorts of spells and loaded with many weapons. Some were used as bombs, others as shields, some as surveillance, and still others to just _look_ pretty. She sat at her candle-lit table, dressed in a fairy tale-ish blue dress with red ribbons and white frills. Her keen, light-blue eyes kept focused on the many needles she twiddled through her fingers. Around her stood many bookshelves and dressers: these were filled with pattern books, spell books, and sewing supplies. In one corner, gunpowder and shells; next to this, a stack of black-metal bombs.

About the room flitted many dolls, each with blonde hair tied with a red ribbon, dressed in little blue dresses with white aprons. Their eyes were large but generally lifeless. They soared about gathering more materials and bringing them to Alice. Faintly, silver strings could be seen from them, leading back to Alice's fingers. She was sewing a new doll with a needle _and_ simultaneously controlling every doll in the room...

By her Victorian-esque wooden chair was a small bag, inside of which was a candy apple and festival goodies. Apparently, she had already gone to the festival and come back, by now.

_Knock, knock_.

Every doll in the room froze. Alice stopped sewing, and slowly looked up. Her blue eyes glazed over, and she raised a hand; at which, the dolls – still carrying their scissors, needles, weapons, bombs, and wads of fabric – funneled to the front door and the windows around it, peering outside. A few of the others shot up the chimney, going outside to get a closer look on the culprit of the knocking.

_Knock, knock._

Outside stood a tiny girl, with long, black, wild hair, with shaggy bangs and the rest in a long ponytail down her back. She was very cute, but her red eyes bore many pupils. They were both beautiful and disturbing. Her frame was small, and she wore little jeans shorts. On her feet were big black boots.

Indeed, it was Iliasviel, the hyakume.

"Who's there?" said one of the dolls in the window, in a high-pitched voice.

Iliasviel perked up. "Oh...um, hello there, little one!" She waved at the little doll. "Aren't you a cutie? Sorry to disturb you, but I seem to have become a bit lost in this huge forest. I hope you don't mind sparing me some shelter for the night..." She peered through the glass panes. The little dolls backed away a bit. "There are so many of you...!"

"Who are you?" asked another doll. This one held a small sword.

"My name is Iliasviel Luftwaffe," chirped the hyakume girl, curtsying. "I'm a little new here...I do not really know my way...and I do not really know anyone, yet. I've been lost for a while, now," she whimpered, wringing her hands. "I may be a hyakume, but even _I _get scared sometimes, you see..."

The doll watched Iliasviel closely for a few moments, before backing away and vanishing down the hallway. Soon, the light came on, and the door unlocked with some clacking. Then, it opened, and Alice Margatroid stood there, silhouetted at the top of the steps. She gazed down at Iliasviel with her sharp blue eyes for a few moments. The puppeteer was rather tall.

There was a bright flash, and Iliasviel jumped. The loud _crack_ of thunder resounded across the treetops, and little drops of water began falling on the hyakume girl. She flinched at each one.

"Um," she said. "It's raining..."

"So it is," replied Alice. She stood very still, watching Iliasviel.

Iliasviel held her hands up as the rain intensified into a downpour. Soon, she was soaked, looking up the steps at Alice's silhouette in the house...

It was a surreal image, similar to another, many, many years ago...

"So," said Iliasviel at length. She put her arms down – shielding against the rain was useless now – and she looked a little irritated. "Any particular reason you've kept me out here in the rain? I am drenched..."

"My name is Alice Margatroid," said the puppeteer. "This is my house."

"Is that so?"

"I have never seen you, before," said Alice quietly. It could barely be heard over the patter of the rain. "You are a stranger to me."

Iliasviel shrugged. "It is as I said," said she, "I am somewhat new to Gensokyo. My own house is not far from here...but I cannot ensure it as secure. Besides, it was not long after I left it to venture outside that I became lost..."

Alice's eyes narrowed. "Can you not fly?"

"Well, yes," said Iliasviel. She brushed wet black hair from her eyes. "I was not keen on flying as a storm was gathering, due to lightning. I was hoping to find shelter before the rain came, seeing as my own roof is...well...not waterproof..."

"You did not fly for fear of the lightning?"

Iliasviel nodded.

Alice relaxed a bit. "You must not be very strong. I don't sense much power from you, besides."

The hyakume girl sighed. The puppeteer stepped back and held the door open.

"Do come in," said she. "I shall fetch you a towel."

"Finally!" exclaimed Iliasviel. "Shelter! 'Tis a shame I was required to become so wet to be admitted..." She stepped inside. Her long sleeves were droopy and dripping, and her ponytail was limp and stuck to her back. Her bangs were drenched, clinging to her face, making her appear both sinister and pathetic. She was significantly shorter than Alice. Gingerly, she ducked under Alice's arm, and stood just past the threshold, a puddle forming below her. Alice closed and locked the door behind her, and the sounds of rain stopped.

"It is so warm in here," came Iliasviel's voice from under her hair.

Alice opened a cupboard to retrieve a towel. "My apologies for forcing you to stand in the rain. Here, in the Forest of Magic, not much is certain, and welcoming strangers into your home is not always recommended."

She handed the towel to Iliasviel, who went berserk. She took it and rubbed it vigorously into her hair, shaking violently, pelting Alice with drops of water. The hyakume girl continued this episode for some time until she deemed her hair dry enough, and held the now-soaked towel back out for Alice to take. As opposed to earlier, Iliasviel's hair now stuck in every direction, and her ponytail had come undone, revealing a mane of pure black hair that extended to mere inches from the floor. She gazed at Alice with wide eyes, smiling.

"I am done," she said, complacently.

Alice leaned forward and brushed Iliasviel's hair from her face – and the light shined upon those red, many-pupiled abysses...

"Your eyes are..._wondrous_," said the puppeteer.

Iliasviel blushed and giggled. "Oh, please! They are not _that_ wondrous. I get that all the time." She paused. "Um."

"Yes?"

"Thank you very much for letting me dry my hair," said Iliasviel. She flopped her still-wet sleeves, pelting Alice with even more water. "But, I will need a change of clothes, as well."

Alice laughed. "Of course, one moment." She waved her hands a little, and the doll squad came around the corner and floated down the hallway into Alice's room. There were about ten of them.

"Are those your dolls?" asked Iliasviel. She watched them go, intrigued. "They were very nice to me, at the door."

Alice gave a weak smile. "Yes, they are mine." The dolls could be heard rummaging around in the room. "I make them, here, myself."

Iliasviel gasped. "You do? Unbelievable!"

Alice giggled. "It is not that big of deal..."

"That's amazing," said the hyakume girl. Using her soaked sleeve, she brushed hair from her eyes, to see better. "I could never do that. You must never be lonely!"

Alice was silent.

The dolls returned with a pair of pajamas and a large, pink towel. The pajamas were obviously too large for Iliasviel, but the little girl clapped enthusiastically, flinging more water around. The puddle underneath her was significantly larger, now.

"You'd be surprised," said Alice, quietly. Then, she took the clothes, and, "Here, change into this."

Iliasviel's eyes were wide. "Right now? Right here?"

"Um...no. In the bathroom. It is down, and around the corner, before my bedroom. I will be in the study." She smiled. "Take your time."

Iliasviel saluted.

"What is that motion?" asked Alice, confused.

Iliasviel hesitated. "It's...uh...like an affirmation thing, see."

Alice laughed. "All right, then." She turned and strode down the hallway to her study again, the dolls following. Once inside, they resumed their sewing and crafting activities. Iliasviel watched her go, before flopping her wet sleeves around playfully, giggling, before she ambled down the hall to the white, clean bathroom, and shut the door, dripping as she went.

As she created more dolls, sitting in her study, surrounded by her magical spell books and fabrics, Iliasviel's words echoed in Alice's head. She tried to focus on her work, but soon, some of the dolls lost grip of their tools. One of them ran into a wall, absent-mindedly.

The puppeteer girl had lived in Gensokyo as long as she could remember. She was powerful, and smart, skilled in magic. She did not have any particular enemies, and had some rather good friends, but did not pursue improvement or closeness in those relationships. Her goal for a long time had been a singular objective: create an autonomous doll. She controlled all her dolls, herself, even those who spoke; and, even those who _seemed_ autonomous. She did such a thing merely for her own entertainment. Lately, she had drifted away from this vision, but Iliasviel's words, just then, reminded her of the countless days she spent cooped up in her house, working hard to create her _own_ friends...

The front door's handle shook, rattling. This continued for several seconds, causing quite the racket. It echoed down the hallway.

"Alice!" came Marisa's voice. Then:

_Knock, knock._

Alice snapped back to reality and sighed. "She tries to come in, calls my name, and _then_ knocks..." Slowly, she got up and strode back to the door, unlocking it and opening it to see the culprit, indeed: Marisa, grinning wide, breathless in the rain. She had a spell activated that shielded her from the downpour. Alice merely stared at her blankly.

"Yo," said the witch. Without a response, Marisa cleared her throat. "How ya doin', Alice?"

"I am fine," said Alice. "What is it that you need at this hour?"

"Whoa," remarked Marisa, looking around. "Your dolls didn't answer the door...I just noticed..."

"Um..."

"That's unusual for you, Alice."

"Is it?"

"Were you, like, preoccupied?" asked Marisa, peeking around the puppeteer into the house. "I didn't interrupt anything super duper important did I?"

"You most certainly did not."

"Dude!" exclaimed Marisa, shocked. "Your hallway's a _swamp_." She pointed to the puddles and the trail of water leading to the bathroom. "Is someone here?"

Alice looked irritated, now. "What do you need, Marisa?"

"Oh, yeah!" said Marisa, jumping. She chuckled. "Yeah, so like...you seen Sanae around?"

"Kochiya-san?" replied Alice. "I haven't."

"She's not here, is she?"

Alice's eyes narrowed. "How do you mean?"

"Well," said Marisa, grinning, "_somebody's_ here. Look at all that mess, in there." She pointed, again.

"It's nothing to worry about."

"Can I come in?"

"No, you may not," replied Alice. She was trying to keep her cool. She and Marisa were good friends, but...

"How come?" persisted the witch.

"I'd prefer a bit of peace and quiet, around here, at this hour," said Alice. "I will be retiring to bed, soon."

"Already? Hey, did you go to the festival and stuff?"

Alice sighed. "Yes, I did."

"Huh," said Marisa, "I didn't see you there."

"I only stayed for a few minutes," said Alice. "Plus, Kochiya-san did not perform her kagura dance. Is this why you are searching for her?"

Marisa forced a small laugh, rubbing her neck. "Not just me," said the witch. "Sakuya, Reimu, Momiji, and Aya, too."

Alice raised her eyebrows. "That's quite a few people. Why are you looking for her?"

Marisa made to respond, but froze, her mouth hanging open. Alice waited a few moments, then reached forward, taking hold of the witch's chin to close it. After several moments:

"Ah...A-Alice...?" Marisa was looking past her.

Alice spun around.

In the hallway, stood Iliasviel. Alice's pink pajamas were far too large for her, partly hanging off one of her shoulders. The sleeves, like her black shirt, covered her hands, and her feet were hidden, too. She leaned to the side, peering around Alice at Marisa, her hair now fully dry and back to its original style – the long ponytail and unkempt bangs. Her red eyes sparkled, wondering who had come.

"Alice," muttered Marisa. "Who...is _that_...?"

Alice did not respond. She did her best to remain expressionless. "A temporary houseguest."

"She's wearing...like, _your_ pajamas..."

"This is true."

Iliasviel blinked a few times. "Alice, who is that?" said the little hyakume girl.

There was silence for a moment. The rain pattered outside gently.

Then, Marisa exploded. She bolted past Alice into the house, shoving the puppeteer aside. "No _way!_" she yelled. "She's so freakin' _cute!_" Marisa squealed.

Iliasviel looked terrified, and tried to flee, but fumbled with the oversized pajamas. There was nothing she could do. Marisa scooped her up, squeezing her tightly, swinging her around. Even compared to Marisa, who was shorter than Alice, Iliasviel was tiny.

"Marisa!" scolded Alice, stamping her foot.

Marisa paid no attention. She spun around, swinging Iliasviel excitedly. "Where did you get her?!"

"I didn't _get_ her."

"Help!" cried Iliasviel. Her feet were hitting the hallway walls every time Marisa made a full spin. "Help!" Iliasviel tried to shove Marisa off, but to no avail.

Then, suddenly, Marisa gave a small yelp and dropped the girl, scampering away as if scalded by a hot iron. She backed into a small table, knocking it over.

"What the...what the _hell_," muttered Marisa, her eyes wide.

Alice looked confused. "What is it?"

Iliasviel fell into a heap on the wet floor. She tried to get up but slipped. "Please...give me warning, next time..."

"Her _eyes_," shuddered Marisa. "What's with her _eyes?!_"

"I am glad...they could come in handy," remarked Iliasviel. She reached her arms out towards Alice, like a child wishing to be picked up. Alice smiled, coming over to help her onto her feet, as Marisa gathered herself. "I am a hyakume...a one-hundred-eyed demon..."

"And what is that weird accent?" asked Marisa, holding her chest. "I've never heard nothin' like it before!"

Alice fetched another towel from the cupboard and handed it to Iliasviel, so she could try to dry the parts of Alice's pajamas that got wet.

"I intended to ask of it, as well," said the puppeteer. "But, first I propose Marisa _introduces _herself as well as _apologizes_. That was terribly rude."

"Sorry," hesitated the witch. She picked up the table she had knocked over, and straightened the huge, black witch hat on her head. "I was, like...overtaken by her incredible cuteness."

"Thank you," said Iliasviel, giggling.

"So...yo. M'name's Marisa Kirisame. I'm an ordinary magician." She stuck out a thumbs-up.

"A witch?"

She nodded. "Yeppers."

"I have never met a witch before," said Iliasviel. "That is neat."

Marisa wrung her hands and grit her teeth, with a scary-looking grin, her eyes fixated on Iliasviel. "She's..._so...cute..._"

Alice came up and took Marisa by the shoulders, guiding her to the door. "Right, then," said she. "That's enough. Thanks for stopping by!"

"Hey...wait!"

"We'll be going to bed, now."

Marsa struggled and scrambled against Alice, who summoned several dolls to aid her in exorcising her house of this witch. "She's sleeping over?! Let me stay!"

"Absolutely not." Over the threshold they went. "You'll scare her."

Iliasviel waved her sleeve, giggling. "Goodbye, Marisa! See you tomorrow!"

Marisa melted. "Yeah..."

Alice sighed and closed the door in the witch's face, for she had been debilitated by Iliasviel's farewell. She locked the door and turned out the light. She turned around, her hand on her face. "I apologize for that."

"It's fine," said Iliasviel. "That person has a lot of energy..."

"She is a friend of mine," muttered Alice, "but sometimes, she only pesters me and draws me away from my activities..." She looked at the floor.

Iliasviel watched Alice closely for a few moments. Inside the hyakume girl's head, the gears were turning...

Alice noticed Iliasviel's gaze and she looked embarrassed. "Iliasviel?"

"Yes?"

"Let's get some sleep."

"Will you show me around Gensokyo, tomorrow?"

Alice looked shocked. "What?"

"I'm still new," giggled Iliasviel. She walked up to Alice and took her hands; the hyakume girl's were minuscule in comparison, and gentle. "I'll get lost again if no one shows me the way."

Alice gazed into Iliasviel's eyes, seemingly at a loss for words. Then, she laughed. "But, I made you stand in the rain!"

"You also gave me your own pajamas and helped me get dry!" said Iliasviel. She jumped up and down a little. "You're very nice. You're the nicest person I've met in Gensokyo!"

Alice ruffled Iliasviel's hair. "I'm the _only_ person you've met in Gensokyo."

Iliasviel was confused. "What about Witch-san?"

Alice laughed. "Witch-san? She doesn't count."

Iliasviel smiled. It was a heartwarming sight. "So, will you show me around?"

Alice sighed, then nodded, smiling herself. "Sure. Now, let us get some sleep."

Still holding Iliasviel's hand, she led her to the bedroom where Alice changed into pajamas, as well. Iliasviel expressed her desire to sleep in Alice's big chair, across the room at the desk, so Alice laid all sorts of blankets onto it and several pillows. With this, Iliasviel made herself a small nest, and bundled herself into it. She curled into a ball, there, content, as Alice climbed under her own sheets.

"Goodnight, Alice," said Iliasviel quietly.

Alice's dolls turned out the lights, then flitted onto a dresser, where they arranged themselves neatly before falling lifeless; for, they were naught but dolls, controlled by the puppeteer.  
>"Goodnight, Iliasviel," said Alice.<p>

Soon, the two girls were fast asleep, the rain pattering quietly, outside.

* * *

><p>Reimu woke up with a jolt. She lay sprawled on the floor in the Hakurei Shrine, cold and shivering. The sun had risen outside, and it was warm, but the shrine maiden felt miserable. Someone had laid a blanket on her. Chirping of birds could be heard, and Reimu rubbed her eyes as she sat up. She sneezed.<p>

"Oh, you're up," came a voice. Around the corner came Momiji, with tea. She set it down and handed Reimu a cup.

Reimu groaned. "What time is it...?"

"Just past, noon, Reimu-san." The wolf was well-kept and groomed, as opposed to the mess that was Reimu. "You were out nearly until dawn searching for Kochiya-san, in the rainstorm."

Reimu sighed. "So I never found her..."

"Marisa-san, Aya, and Sakuya-san are out looking for her at the moment," said Momiji. She sipped her tea. "They left early this morning. Marisa-san came by to see you, but you were..."

Reimu rubbed her face. "I'll...be right back..." The shrine maiden got to her feet weakly, and groggily trudged to the washroom where she splashed water on her face and fixed her hair. Her ribbon had been torn. She looked at it, irritated, before sneezing again. All her clothes were wet. After she had changed into dry ones, she went back into the room where Momiji sat.

"I'm going out," said Reimu.

Momiji's white ears pricked up, and she looked shocked. "You are? But, you're not feeling well, are you?"

"I'm fine." She sneezed again. "I have to...find Sanae. Without her, I...I can't do anything." Reimu wobbled on her feet.

Momiji jumped up and held her. "Reimu-san! You can't go out, in this state!"

"I have to...find...Sanae..." Tears were forming her eyes. Momiji panicked.

"Reimu-san, what's wrong?"

"Momiji," muttered Reimu, clinging to the wolf. "I'm the Hakurei shrine maiden...I'm...I'm the guardian of Gensokyo. The balance is my...responsibility...and I can't even..."

"Yo," said Marisa, having appeared in the doorway.

"Marisa-san!" cried Momiji. "Reimu-san's lost it!"

"No worries!" exclaimed Marisa. She had a brown bag, with a red and blue medical cross on it. Out of this bag she fished a purple potion.

"What is that?" asked the wolf.

"It's a thing from Eirin," said Marisa. "When I saw Reimu's state this morning – and it was, like, _bad –_ I went to get something for her. Here." She handed it to Momiji.

"You are so kind!" whimpered Momiji. "Oh, my goodness. Reimu-san, drink this. It will make you feel better."

Reimu drank the potion and sat down, rubbing her face some more. "Thanks, Marisa," she said hesitantly, after a few minutes. "I feel better already..." She smiled. "You can be quite caring, once in a blue moon."

"I recall you saying somethin' like that not too long ago," laughed Marisa, hands on her hips, still in the doorway.

"Any luck finding Sanae?"

Marisa's grin faded. "No...nothing. _Anywhere_," she muttered. "Sakuya looked all around Hell, and Old Hell, and the Underworld, and even went to see Satori, but Sanae hadn't even been through there, at all. Aya kept looking in the forest after you came back here and passed out – I don't know if she found anythin' but I'm sure we'd have heard about it if she did. I just came back from Eirin's after hitting up Hakugyokorou. Yuyuko, man...she really _is_ vanishing." She paused, her eyes dark. Then, she perked up. "But, Momiji, of course, came back here to take care of you."

Reimu looked away. "Sorry," she said to Momiji.

"Do not worry about it," said the wolf happily. Her white tail wagged.

"We have to keep looking," said Reimu, standing up again. "The plan I've come up with is useless without Sanae."

"Er, Reimu?" asked Marisa, eyebrows raised. "What exactly _is_ your plan?"

"Don't worry about that, right now," snapped Reimu. "The biggest issue right now is finding Sanae. I don't know where she's gone, or if she's hiding from us, or if someone's taken her. The White Reaper could try to destroy the Hakurei Barrier at any time; we can't afford to waste any time of our own. Even if Sanae's past is coming to haunt her, Gensokyo's future is the most daunting of all. We can't just sit around! Come on, let's go." And she went to the door, Momiji following.

Marisa shrugged. "Don't overwork yourself," said the witch.

"It can't be helped. Gensokyo is in danger."

Marisa rolled her eyes.

The girls strode out in front of the Hakurei Shrine. The sky was clear, and the air was fresh and cool. It was a nice day, having been cleansed by the storm of the night. The sun was shining, and the slight breeze cradled the trees gently, blowing their branches about and creating a wondrous sound.

"We've got no choice but to split up," began Reimu. "Momiji, you search the tengu forest and then head back to the Forest of Magic. Where's Aya?"

"The Forest of Magic," said Momiji.

"Well," replied Reimu, "just, go help her...then..."

"Right!" barked the wolf.

"What about me?" said Marisa. Her broom was slung over her shoulder.

"You check out the human village, then head to Youkai Mountain," said Reimu. "If you run into Hina or Suika, see if they know anything. After that, how about you see if Tenshi in Bhava-Agra can help. It just generally pisses me off that she plays around all the time..."

Marisa let out a cheer. "Aw, yeah! Suika! Tenshi! Peaches! Hina! Spin!"

Reimu shot a glare at her. "Don't go getting all distracted, drinking and stuff! Got it? Or so help me, I'll _beat_ the focus back into you."

Marisa stopped instantly. "Right."

"I'll head back to Moriya Shrine and ask Kanako and Suwako more about what happened," said Reimu. "We've already learned all we can from Kanako, but maybe Suwako could figure out where Sanae's gone."

"Yeah, Suwa-chan and Sanae were closer," added Marisa.

"Since we know where we each will be, we can find each other if Sanae shows up or something. Got it?"

Marisa and Momiji nodded.

"Is she always like this during an incident?" whispered Momiji.

"Nah," replied Marisa. "She usually just beats everyone up."

"I heard that!" snapped Reimu. "Look, girls, we _have_ to take this seriously. I have to get things started on my plan. Let's go."

The three girls then exploded into the sky in different directions: Marisa, towards the great, dark forest below Youkai Mountain; Reimu, into the sky, heading for the Moriya Shrine; Momiji, in the other direction, towards the mysterious Forest of Magic...

* * *

><p>Alice, having risen early, prepared a breakfast and laid it upon the kitchen table for Iliasviel. The puppeteer had donned her usual dress and re-summoned her doll squad. She was already hard at work in the morning, as the sun filtered through her off-white curtains. Outside, the world had been scrubbed clean by the rainstorm, glistening beautifully. But Alice had no attention to spare, she was enveloped in her work. The words of Iliasviel echoed in her head, over and over...<p>

"You must never be lonely," the hyakume girl had said. "You must never be lonely..."

Alice took a deep breath. "Even with friends like you and Marisa," she muttered. "I have a loneliness...a lack of power. I can't..." She grit her teeth. The dolls worked faster. Purple runes began forming on the doll in front of her. Its arm moved slowly. "I can't...!" The doll rose up in the air, and its eyes started to glow. Alice got to her feet. The dolls around her were moving so fast they were but blurs, blowing papers from the desk and books from the shelves! Alice's hands were lightning fast, weaving threads and fabrics together as fast as she could, funneling them into the doll's body!

"I can't...!" yelled Alice.

Without warning, the doll exploded violently. Alice was knocked back into the bookcase; her desk fell over and all her materials scattered. The window nearby cracked. Her dolls all went limp and fell to the floor, adding to the mess. The dust settled slowly, as the puppeteer lay in a heap, not even getting up. Tears were in her eyes.

"All these...years," she whispered, "and I still...can't...make it..."

Iliasviel stood in the doorway, watching. Her eyes were narrow.

"Just like humans, youkai form alliances and have wars and everything, Herr Doctor," she said under her breath. "It is easy to exploit these things..."

"Iliasviel!" cried Alice, jumping up. "I didn't see you there..." She tripped, but caught herself.

"What in the world happened here?" asked Iliasviel, her eyes wide. "Were you attacked?"

Alice forced a laugh. "Just...an experiment gone wrong! Happens all the time, Ilia-chan."

"Ilia-chan?"

"Sorry," said Alice, stepping over the mess to her. "Your name is a little odd, and it's hard to say, sometimes."

The hyakume girl giggled. "My first nickname!"

Alice nodded. "Are you ready to go?" Her dolls re-activated and flitted to her side.

"Fully dressed and ready to go!" replied Iliasviel, saluting again.

Alice saluted back. "Right then! Where would you like to go first?"

"Um..."

"Oh, right, you don't know any place." Alice looked thoughtful. "Well, you're a demon, right?"

"There's a lot of debate on whether hyakume are demons or youkai," said Iliasviel, shrugging. "_I'm _a hyakume and I cannot tell you..."

Alice raised her eyebrows. "Well...there's the Underworld, with Hell and Old Hell and the Palace of the Earth Spirits. We could go there or, hmm..." She pondered a moment. "There's Byakuren's flying ship, the Palanquin – which usually doesn't fly, it's actually a temple, you see – and also there's the Nether – "

_"A flying ship?!"_ cried Iliasviel. "I want to see it!"

Alice laughed aloud. "The Palanquin it is, then! That's wonderful, if it's sailing, we can ride on it and see more of Gensokyo from the sky. And, Byakuren-sama would love to meet you, I'm sure." Alice led Iliasviel to the door, where the two stepped outside to the cool afternoon air and clear skies. She took a deep breath. "She's so nice. She's a dear friend to both youkai and humans, alike. Her ship really is something to admire, and Captain Murasa...I imagine you'll take a liking to her, as well."

"They sound like wonderful people," commented Iliasviel. "Just like you."

Alice couldn't help but smile more. "Let's be off!" She took flight, and her dress waved about. She had brought a great book from inside the house; it opened and its pages glowed. It seemed to be a great source of power. Several dolls flitted around her.

Iliasviel lifted off the ground as well, but she emitted a strange humming sound. Her huge black shirt billowed like a flag, and her ponytail lashed about like a dragon tail. Her eyes glowed red – they seemed to be the source of the sound – and she held out her hands, outstretched, as if ready to grab railing on either side.

"To the Palanquin we go!" cried Alice, and she took off, Iliasviel following excitedly, cheering. They blasted into the sky, becoming nothing but specks, leaving Alice's white house behind, empty and dejected.

* * *

><p>Reimu landed on the steps of the Moriya shrine, holding her head. After a few moments, she sneezed again, almost losing her balance. Sniffling, she climbed the stone stairs and set her keen brown eyes upon the Moriya Shrine. The festival decorations were still about, not having been taken down. The place was quiet, somewhat eerie. No one could be seen. Reimu looked around warily.<p>

"Hello?" she said into the silence. "Anyone here?" The Hakurei Shrine maiden strode forward carefully, glancing about. "No one's here," Reimu whispered.

Then, she had an idea.

Without hesitation, she ventured quickly into the shrine, past the empty stands and booths. The streamers blew weakly.

"Why didn't I think of it before...?" she muttered. Into the backrooms she went, where Kanako had vanished to, the previous night. There were dressers and cabinets and chests; Reimu opened all of them. "Where is it?" She emptied all of these things onto the floor, searching for that glass case. Paraphernalia and papers were strewn all over the place. She did feel a little guilty about doing such a thing, but, "Gensokyo is in danger," she kept saying under her breath.

Then, finally, there it was, at the bottom of a chest, buried underneath kappa machinery blueprints. It was wrapped in brown paper this time, tied with twine. Reimu took hold of it, and lifted it up. It was light, and slightly warm...

She gently removed the twine and paper. Inside was a wooden box. Parts of it had corroded black. Reimu began to get nervous; an ominous feeling swept over her.

"You can do this, Reimu," she said to herself. She opened the box and peeked inside. Within was the glass case, inside of which were the floating black chain links, levitating eerily. They sent shivers down Reimu's spine. Quickly, she shut the lid; then, looked around. "I'd better clean up this mess..."

Once she had put everything back where she found it, she tucked the box under her arm and stepped out of the back of the shrine. There were still yet more festival decorations here. The wind blew calmly. Reimu took a deep breath.

"Right, then," she said, brushing her hair from her eyes. "I am _not_ a criminal." Reimu laughed hesitantly. "Off to Rinnosuke's we go."

In a moment, she had blasted into the sky, speeding towards the half-human, half-youkai's shop of rarities on the outskirts of the Forest of Magic. It was Reimu's hope that the shopkeeper could tell her more of the White Reaper, by way of this object. She knew it was a weapon of the undead Kanako had spoken of, but she wanted to know more...

* * *

><p>Sleepily, Sanae opened her eyes.<p>

Above her was a great ceiling, of wooden slats. There were gentle creaks here and there. The bed in which she lay was massive, with huge fluffy pillows and blankets. There was the smell of wood, and of gunpowder. A golden light filled the room; the window behind the bed took up the entire wall. The sun shined through this, and below could be seen a huge expanse of beautiful forests, hills, and a mountain, thousands of feet below.

Sanae sat up, peering down at Gensokyo. She looked down at herself; she was dressed in a soft, white robe. Her hairpins, haori, and skirt were on a small table nearby, where a mound of fruit lay in a basket. Stepping out of bed onto a soft, red rug, the Moriya Shrine maiden crept over to the table to take an apple. Though she was well-rested, her eyes still bore a certain sadness...

_Knock, knock_. Someone was at the door.

Quickly, Sanae leaped back into bed – apple included – and pull the covers over her, peeking at the door, which unlatched outside and swung open.

"Hey, there!" said the captain of the Palanquin, Murasa Minamitsu.

She was very much like Marisa, in her attitude and mannerisms, even coming across as quite boyish. This girl had short, black hair and pretty, teal-colored eyes. She wore a white sailor uniform with white shorts, and brown shoes. Her face was both pretty and striking. On her head was a white sailor's cap, which she straightened on a regular basis. She had been a shipwreck ghost that caused havoc across the seas, until the monk Byakuren found her, and showed her the light of life...

"Minamitsu-san," replied Sanae. "Where...?"

Murasa waved a hand, nonchalantly. "Call me Murasa, it's more comfortable for me," she said. She had a slight accent – was it Scottish, or Welsh? "You're on the Palanquin, my dear shrine maiden. Don't you remember? Byakuren-sama brought you here, when the rainstorm hit last night. If you don't remember it, you must have been _dead_ tired! Haha, get it? 'Cause I'm a phantom. Y'know, _dead?_"

Sanae sighed. "But I was the dead tired one, not you."

Murasa rubbed her neck. "Yeah, just," she muttered, "tryin' to diffuse the awkwardness..."

"How long was I asleep?"

"A while. From what Byakuren-sama told me," said Murasa, leaning on the door frame, "you were tryin' to leave Gensokyo, eh?"

Sanae was quiet, and averted her eyes. "You'd never understand..."

"The physical and mental stress wore you out super quick," said Murasa. She fixed her hat, even though it was not crooked. "When the rain came, you were like a zombie. Byakuren-sama figured it was for the best she brought you here to rest. Goin' out in that storm like that, not _yourself_...what were you thinking?" She laughed. "At least here, you can rest and gather your thoughts. If you really are going to leave Gensokyo, even _I _would suggest not trying to go right through the Great Hakurei Barrier..."

Sanae was confused. "You...want me to leave?"

Murasa raised her hand. "Don't get me wrong," she said, "_no one_ wants you to leave, who knows about it. Which, aren't many. But, whatever Byakuren-sama thinks, I support. She says you should decide for yourself whether you should leave or not. Thinking for others will never help you help yourself, or help them help themselves...or...help them help you...or...something like that."

Sanae laughed. "I'll remember that proverb, for sure."

"Don't poke fun at me!"

"Where is Byakuren-sama?"

"She's here," said Murasa. "She made sure to stay on the ship while you were here, so you uh...wouldn't leave without seeing her first."

The Moriya Shrine maiden looked away. "So she's treating me like a kid...just like Kanako-sama..."

Now, Murasa laughed. It was crisp and clear. "Don't be an idiot!"

"What?"

"If anything, if you _do_ decide to leave," said Murasa, "I'll bet Byakuren-sama would help you. She's always been about, 'finding yourself,' and, 'staying true to yourself,' and all that detachment from worldly things. It's how she helped me."

"It was?"

Murasa nodded, almost losing her hat, which she quickly fixed. "Uh-huh. Don't you worry. Just stay here a bit and rest. No one knows you're here."

Sanae thought of Suwako. Her heart sank. "They don't...?"

"Nope," said Murasa. She made to shut the door. "Quite a group of people are looking for you, including Hakurei Reimu. Apparently, she's furious. I'd keep your head down, for a bit. Leave it to us!"

"Captain," came a high-pitched voice from outside the doorway, like a mouse's.

"Yeah?"

"Alice Margatroid is here, with a friend."

Murasa spun back to Sanae, with a thumbs-up. "I'll check up on you later, a'ight?"

Sanae nodded hesitantly, pulling the blankets up again. "Sure..."

Murasa gave Sanae a glowing smile before closing the door, leaving the Moriya Shrine maiden in silence. She laid back and looked up at the ceiling again. She knew Kanako and Suwako were worried about her, but she shuddered when she thought of Reimu. She'd always looked up to Reimu, and now it seemed she had let her down. After all those years trying to impress her, on the night of the festival she had done the complete opposite...

She curled into a ball under the sheets, tears forming in her eyes.

"What am I doing?" she muttered to herself.

* * *

><p>Rinnosuke, the Kourindou shopkeeper, sat leisurely in his chair. The small bit of sun that shone through his shop windows lit the dust floating about; this was a constant occurrence. However, it added something of a magical sense to the place. It was calm, quiet, and he relished this situation. He read the same book as before, upside down, his eyes thoughtful, but alert. For his favorite feeling was the tension of not knowing when a customer may come in...<p>

_Bam_.

The door burst open and Reimu stood there, breathless, the box under her arm.

Rinnosuke didn't even look up from his book. "Good day, Reimu-san."

Reimu panted. "You didn't even look up!"

Rinnosuke turned to the next page. "Your manner of entrance is what gives it away..." He seemed disinterested.

"Did you look up that stuff?" Reimu snapped.

"Yes, and no," replied Rinnosuke. "I searched all I could, but it does not help being outside of the 'outside' when searching for an elusive legend of this certain 'outside.'"

"Meaning you found nothing," said Reimu, disappointed.

"_Meaning_," corrected Rinnosuke, "I found that the human world has next to no idea what the Black Moon is."

"Certain youkai know," said Reimu. She walked towards his desk. "And the vampires."

"Then I suggest speaking with Remilia Scarlet," said Rinnosuke. He turned the page again. "I did all I could, to no result. Well..._that's_ not true. The result I got was that there was nothing for me to find, and that the humans of the outside are completely unaware of what lives in their own world..."

Reimu reached the counter. She took the box from her arm, and set it down with a _clunk_. "_This_," she declared triumphantly, and stepped back, folding her arms.

Rinnosuke's eyes averted from his ever-so-engrossing book and peered at the box. "What is that?"

"Something that came from the Black Moon," said Reimu. "I need you to tell me as much as you can about it. That is your power, right? Telling an object's name and purpose, right?"

The shopkeeper nodded slowly. "Yes." He put down his book. Gradually, it could be seen he was becoming overtaken by curiosity, the longer he looked at the box. "I have a strange feeling," he muttered. "I've never felt anything like it before..."

"It's the signature feeling of the Black Moon," said Reimu. "A sense of dread."

"It is alien, to me..."

Rinnosuke swiveled his chair around to face Reimu and the box, fully, now. His glasses glinted, his eyes sparkled, and he extended his hand. "May I?"

Reimu nodded. She held her breath, as Rinnosuke's fingers grew closer to the wood. Soon, they ran over the rough surface gently.

"The box is from Gensokyo," said he. "It belongs to Kanako-sama."

Reimu looked uncomfortable. "Er...um, yes."

The shopkeeper looked up at her. "You _stole_ this..." His eyes narrowed.

"It was the only choice I had!" exclaimed the shrine maiden, throwing her hands into the air. "Gensokyo is in danger! I'm helpless! I can't _fight_ someone who is _outside_ of Gensokyo, damn it! I have to learn all I can, no matter the cost. Look," Reimu paused, running her hand through her brown hair, exhausted, "just tell me what you can about this thing, and I'll take it back." Rinnosuke continued staring at her. "I was out of leads, _okay!?_ This was the last thing I could think of to learn more about the Black Moon, and you are just the guy for the job." She folded her hands, gazing at him. "_Please_."

"I never pegged you as a _criminal_, Reimu-san," said Rinnosuke. He chuckled.

"I am not a criminal!" shot Reimu. "Are you gonna help me, or not?!"

He laughed. "Of course I will," he said, smiling slightly. "If anything, it just makes this object more interesting. Kanako-sama would not give it to you?"

"Er," hesitated Reimu. "Actually, I just went in and took it when no one was home."

He smiled wider. "You'd better get it back there before someone finds out."

Reimu stamped her foot. "Then, would you please _hurry?!_"

He put his hands up defensively. "Okay, okay..." Carefully, he unlatched the top, and lifted it. His golden eyes widened when he saw the glass case; inside, the floating links of black chain. "Amazing," he said under his breath. He touched the glass. "This glass case was also made in Gensokyo..."

"The chains, though?" urged Reimu. "The chains!"

"I'm getting there," replied Rinnosuke, waving her off. He slid back and opened a drawer to retrieve a knife. He used this knife to begin prying the glass from its base, as there seemed to be no other way to open it.

"You can glue that back, right?" asked Reimu. She was wringing her hands.

He waved his hand again. "Of course." Soon, he had pried the glass case free, and lifted it slowly. Reimu held her breath. The chains continued floating, unaffected. Rinnosuke set the glass down gently, next to the base.

The two stared at the chains for a few moments. The objects seemed so other-worldly...

Rinnosuke's eyes were wide. Reimu had never seen him like this. She watched closely, her heart pounding. Here! What secrets would be uncovered? What would she finally learn about her enemy? This enemy, the Black Moon and its White Reaper, that had caused her so much duress; she would finally know! The shopkeeper, after inspecting the chain links closely, reached out a hand to take them...

His fingers touched the metal.

Instantly, a blast of energy exploded in every direction, throwing Reimu off her feet. Shelves were torn asunder, windows were blown out, and Reimu could only hear ringing. Her breath was knocked out and she felt herself flying backwards, before slamming into a pile of chairs, pain wracking her body. Stars popped into her eyes.

Rinnosuke was launched backwards into the desk behind him. He broke cups, plates, and his lamp fell on the floor, shattering, setting fire to nearby papers. The wall itself cracked, splinters flying, and dust was thrown into the air. The shock wave then hit the front door, blasting it open into the field outside.

Coughing, Reimu struggled to stand. Her head was spinning. She groaned. "What...what happened...?" she whispered. She climbed over broken shelves and random objects towards Rinnosuke, who sat hunched against the wall, his head down and his face unseen. Blood trickled onto his yukata. "Rinnosuke!" Reimu screamed. She scrambled as fast as she could to the growing fire, stamping it out with her foot. Smoke had started to fill the shop, mingling with the immense amount of dust that had been sent airborne.

She took hold of Rinnosuke's shoulders and shook him. "Rinnosuke!" she yelled in his face.

"Quiet, you," mumbled he, looking up at her. The blood was trickling from his mouth. "Can't you see I'm trying to rest?"

Reimu's eyes filled with tears, and she hugged him tightly. "You're okay...you idiot..."

She then saw his hand, with which he had touched the chain links. It was blackened, and burnt – somewhat shriveled. It looked terribly painful. She gasped when her eyes set on it...

"What happened to you?!"

"One question at a time, sheesh," replied Rinnosuke. He took hold of her arm; she helped him up amid the mess. "In the drawer over there is an enchanted glove. Hand it to me, quickly."

Reimu fished it out, and he put it over his hurt hand. "Watch yourself." He pointed to the black chain links, which still levitated just where they had been before, despite the base and counter top beneath them having been destroyed completely, nothing but ashes now...

With the glove on, he took hold of the chain links. "The small chest in the corner, now."

Reimu nodded and took flight, flitting over to the chest and bringing it back to Rinnosuke, who opened it and promptly dumped its contents out, adding to the mess. He guided the floating links into it, and then shut it, quickly. "We must go outside. Help me up, my strength is drained."

"Drained?"

"I'll explain in a moment," said Rinnosuke. He was surprisingly calm.

Reimu gulped, but helped him up, and aided him in climbing out of the ruined store. Outside, they both took a deep breath. Behind them, Kourindou was in ruins. Rinnosuke and Reimu were both covered in dust and debris; his yukata stained with blood, now. He sat down on the grass next to his front door.

"I'm sorry!" cried Reimu. She looked extremely depressed. "I shouldn't have gone and...and I brought it...and now your shop is..." Tears were in her eyes. She stared at her feet, as Rinnosuke gazed up at her. His glasses were cracked. "Everything I do is useless...all I do is cause trouble..."

Rinnosuke laughed.

Reimu was dumbfounded. "What...?"

"It's just _stuff_," said the shopkeeper. "I'm just glad we're both okay. Well..._mostly_ okay." He glanced at his gloved hand.

"I'm still sorry..."

Rinnosuke peered at her, thoughtful. Then, "Well, since we're both _alive_, I might as well tell you what I found out when I touched it."

Reimu wiped her eyes. "Yes, of course..." She did her best to gather herself, kneeling down.

"They're called _moarte_," began Rinnosuke. He wiped his brow. "It's Romanian for 'death.' It's a language of the outside. Those links are imbued with incredibly powerful dark magic. The object itself though, is nearly non-existent."

Reimu was floored. "What?" She struggled to find her words. "What do y-you...mean, _non-existent?_"

"Their owner is a being called Caliope," said Rinnosuke. "A very powerful undead, though how an undead achieved that level of strength is beyond me. These chains were her weapons, created by her in massive quantities with this dark magic I spoke of. That is why their existence is so thin."

Reimu's eyes widened. "So she can just keep...creating...them..."

"The magic itself comes from another source," continued the shopkeeper. "That is how the chains are used as a weapon. They are more like a vessel for Caliope's dark energy. These specific chains," said he, and his voice became serious, "were created at the Moriya shrine, five years ago. During the battle, they were knocked free by a Mishaguji, and remained on the land of the shrine when it was transported here to Gensokyo. Kanako-sama found them soon after, and locked them inside that glass case. The magic inside them festered and grew in power, released when I touched them just now. It was nearly all released, but some still remained. They are dangerous and should be kept locked away."

Reimu sat down next to Rinnosuke and took a moment to soak in this information. "To think something like this existed on the outside..." She paused. "Kanako-sama _did_ say that this Caliope undead was completely unaffected by Sanae's danmaku. Sanae's strong now but she was strong then, too. That's no joke..."

Rinnosuke's brows furrowed. "It seems we are dealing with something of a terrible nature. If this is what happens when dabbling with a broken weapon that was merely a byproduct of a being serving the Black Moon, five years ago, in fact, I fear what the Black Moon has produced _now_."

Reimu shuddered. "Yeah," she whispered. "Yeah..." After a few minutes, Reimu got up, taking a deep breath. "I have to keep looking for Sanae. I need her for this. She was directly affected, as you know, but she can help the most. I'm...really sorry, Rinnosuke. I hate to just leave you like this, and your shop..." She glanced at it, and her shoulders fell.

Rinnosuke waved his hand, yet again. "The threat is real," said he. "Do what you must do. I am going to head to the Scarlet Devil Mansion and meet with Patchouli-san."

"Marisa did say Patchouli was gathering all the books she had with any info on the Black Moon," added Reimu.

Rinnosuke nodded. "Patchouli-san may know more about this dark magic. I will take the chain links to her, if you do not mind."

Reimu shifted. "What...what do I tell Kanako?"

"Tell her you stole her cursed chain links," chuckled Rinnosuke, "and then tell her I stole them from you, and now Patchouli-san is going to steal them from _me_. In the end, it serves a better purpose. If Kanako-sama had come forward years ago and presented these chain links to us, by now I'm sure we'd be much more prepared. But time is short."

The Hakurei shrine maiden gritted her teeth. "I understand she didn't come forward so she could protect Sanae," said she, "but she could have kept it from her, not me. If she hadn't hid everything, perhaps now I could actually _do_ something. Perhaps, Sanae wouldn't have run off!"

"Calm down," comforted the shopkeeper. "Your mission right now is to find Kochiya-san, correct?"

Reimu nodded.

"Leave the chain links and information gathering to Patchouli-san and I," said Rinnosuke. "We should also present the situation to Gensokyo, itself. Rumors are already circulating. I think it would be beneficial to alert everyone of the threat, so that everyone can aid _you_."

"Wouldn't that cause mass panic?"

"Imagine the panic that would ensue if this Black Moon entered Gensokyo and no one knew what it was," said Rinnosuke darkly.

Reimu was quiet. "You're right..."

"Now, off with you," said Rinnosuke. He slowly got to his feet. "Find Kochiya-san. Don't waste any time. I'll get to work, too."

Reimu made to take off, but she stopped. Quickly, she hugged Rinnosuke tightly. He was shocked, but slowly patted her on the head.

"You're the Hakurei shrine maiden," whispered he to her. "You are the guardian; _never_ forget that."

Reimu squeezed him tighter, her eyes shut. She tried to keep from crying. "Thank you," she said quietly. Soon, she released him, and then dashed into the center of the field. Her brown ponytail waved as she ran; her red skirt billowed. Then, with a _whoosh_, she took flight, bursting into the sky, her eyes determined.

Gensokyo needed her. And she needed Sanae.

The darkness was coming, she could feel it.

* * *

><p>Shou Toramaru, the tiger youkai, stood proud atop the Palanquin, the wind blowing her red dress about. She was the avatar of Bishamonten, one of the four Heavenly Kings of Buddhism. Her hair was shaggy and blonde, striped with brown, and her eyes were a gentle gold, shining brightly with kindness. Shou was rather beautiful, and her figure curved; her attire comprised of a red dress that faded to orange below, adorned with tiger-skin patterns, while her sleeves were white and expansive, along with a white hood behind her neck. Poking out from underneath her dress were frilly white pants, and she wore black shoes. In her left hand she held a small, jeweled pagoda with a blue gem inside, and in her right she held a great spear – these were the image of Vaisravana, Bishamonten. Behind her back floated a cloth circle, bearing divine symbolism.<p>

Despite Byakuren being an ancient monk, and holding high status in Gensokyo, Shou was the avatar of Bishamonten, and although being Byakuren's servant, Shou was technically still worshiped by the purple-amber-haired monk. It was an unusual relationship.

In retrospect, however, they were great friends, essentially family, and thought little of this complication.

On the deck of the Palanquin, the enormous wooden ship in the sky, bustling with youkai, Shou stood at the helm, next to her was Captain Murasa. Shou bowed respectfully, as Alice Margatroid approached; with her was Iliasviel. The hyakume's eyes were wide with wonder, watching everyone, soaking it all in, nearly tripping over her own feet as she came. Alice stopped a moment to take her hand and guide her along, and Iliasviel gasped when she saw Shou.

"You're beautiful!" she cried, gazing at Shou.

The tiger smiled. "Thank you very much, little one," she said.

"What's up, Alice?" greeted Murasa. She turned the wheel of the ship slightly. "Rare to see you up _here_, _puppeteer!_ Haha, see...it rhymed. Get it?"

"'Tis rare for the Myouren Temple to take flight, these days," said Alice, curtsying to Shou. "For what reason do you sail?"

Shou glanced at Murasa. "We have...precious cargo," said Shou. "It is nice for you visit us, however. Have you decided to join the Buddhist faith?"

Alice shook her head, and smiled. "I'm afraid not," she said. "I'm showing this little hyakume around Gensokyo. As soon as she heard of the Palanquin, flying or not, she begged me to bring her here as her first stop."

Shou and Murasa laughed. Murasa stepped forward and ruffled Iliasviel's hair.

"Wonderful to meet you!" said Iliasviel, curtsying, bracing against Murasa. "My name is Iliasviel Luftwaffe. I'm a hyakume, and I only came to Gensokyo recently. It's a pleasure to be here!"

"She's so polite," remarked Shou. "Usually, newcomers are nothing but trouble."

"And, she's freakin' adorable," added Murasa, straightening her cap. "Cute, plus adorable..." She nodded. "She'll fit in just fine."

"Would you like the tour?" Shou asked Iliasviel, kneeling down to be face-to-face. "I would be very happy to – " She leaped back. "What?!"

Murasa jumped. "What is it?"

Iliasviel had leaped back too, alarmed at Shou's exclamation, and nearly fell over, but Alice caught her.

Shou held her chest. "Her _eyes_..."

"Lemme see!" Murasa stepped forward and brushed Iliasviel's hair from her face, to gaze into her many-pupiled eyes. "Whoa...That's freaky..." She paused. "Whoa," she said again. "Can you see out of all of those?"

Iliasviel nodded. "And more."

"More?"

She put her sleeve to Murasa's lips. "Shush," Iliasviel whispered. "It's a secret."

Shou had gathered herself, by now. "You come from the outside, then, Iliasviel? I noticed you have a peculiar accent."

"Well, you know how it is!" said Iliasviel, flailing her arms around excitedly. "I used to travel the world, see. You pick up things here and there, hm?"

Murasa perked up. "Yeah, like catchy songs and stuff!"

Iliasviel was confused. "Well, not exactly..."

Alice giggled. "Shall we get the tour, then? Will you show her around the ship?"

Shou nodded, smiling. "I'd love to. Come, this – "

Suddenly, there was a strong gust of wind, blowing across the deck of the ship. Many youkai, including Shou, were knocked off their feet. Alice caught Iliasviel, who screamed. Many on the deck below yelped, and Murasa was the first to recover.

"Who goes there!?" she boomed. It was quite terrifying.

Everyone calmed, as they saw it was only the crow tengu reporter Aya Shameimaru, camera in hand. She apologized to the youkai on deck, as she moved towards Shou, Alice, and the others. "Sorry, sorry," she repeated over and over. She still snapped pictures with her camera, as she came. "Sorry, sorry!" Her black hair bobbed, and her red sandals clacked on the wooden ship. "Sorry!"

"Oh, it's you," said Murasa, relaxing. "What are you doing here?"

"Oh, _please!_" replied Aya, as she came up. "Don't you know who I am? Bunbunmaru Newspaper, coming through!" She pushed through a small throng of youkai. "Excuse me, sorry!"

"Newspaper?" said Iliasviel.

"More like Gossip Central," remarked Murasa. "We have a reputation to uphold, here at the Myouren Temple, Aya-san. Take your blabbering self elsewhere."

"The Palanquin, taking flight?" said Aya, snapping pictures of Shou and Murasa. She had come up, and stopped, standing on one foot. Her small, black, crow wings flapped excitedly, and her scarlet eyes sparkled. "The Moriya shrine maiden missing? Alice Margatroid, out and about! Oh, this is the _scoop_, indeed! What juicy news...I'm sure everyone would _love_ to hear...about..." She faded out.

For it had come: the fateful moment that Aya Shameimaru set her eyes upon Iliasviel Luftwaffe. Her jaw dropped. She would have dropped her camera, as well, did it not bear a strap.

Murasa fidgeted. "Moriya shrine maiden, missing?" she hesitated. "Sh-Shou...who's that again?"

Shou looked away, whistling. "I don't recall – "

"Look at _you!_" exploded Aya. She took flight, hovering around Iliasviel like a honey bee, snapping photo after photo. A small notebook floated next to her, and a pen wrote furiously. "What's your name!?" She moved so fast she was almost a blur, but Iliasviel, with her many pupils, was able to follow her just fine. "Where did you come from? I've never seen _you_ before! And _I'm_ the Bunbunmaru Newspaper! I know _everyone! _I know what everyone does, what they're doing, where they are, and why!"

"You do?" said Iliasviel, giggling. "That's a lot of information to – "

"Ah, ah!" Aya shook her finger in the hyakume's face. She was still moving so fast, her finger was a blur, as well. Her eyes were wide with excitement; she was bursting with energy. "Answer _first_ questions _first_!"

"Take it easy!" interrupted Alice, pushing Aya back. "You make her uncomfortable!"

Aya was incessantly snapping pictures, around Alice's hands. "Too cute! Too cute! Too cute!" she exclaimed. "What's your name, again!?"

Iliasviel saluted. "My name is Iliasviel Luftwaffe. I'm a hyakume, who just came to Gensokyo from the outside world. It's nice to meet you, Camera-san."

Murasa choked, laughing. "Camera-san..."

"Oh!" Aya instantly stopped spun around to face Shou and Murasa, who backed away. Aya kept snapping pictures behind herself of Iliasviel. "The Moriya shrine maiden!" she shouted. "Seen her around? That's what I really came for!"

"Moriya," whispered Iliasviel. "Moriya..."

Alice stepped forward. "I recall Marisa mentioning something similar last I spoke with her. There is a big search for Sanae Kochiya underway, right now."

Murasa grinned weakly. "Is that so? Well," she hesitated, "I haven't seen her in a while. Wasn't she uh..."

"At the festival?" finished Shou. "I did not see her there. It was most unusual."

Alice's eyes narrowed. She could tell something was amiss...

But before she could speak, Iliasviel stepped forward, raising a sleeve. "Excuse me," she said shyly. Everyone turned to her. The hyakume cleared her throat. "If you are searching for someone, I can be of assistance."

"How so, little one?" asked Shou. Murasa elbowed her.

"I am a hyakume," said Iliasviel. "I have one hundred eyes. Having that many is useful when looking for someone, you see?"

"She said, 'you see?'" exclaimed Murasa, bursting into laughter. "Get it? Because she's a hyakume! With eyes!" Shou elbowed her.

Alice knelt down. "Is that your power?" she asked.

Iliasviel nodded. "I keep most of my eyes hidden, but the rest..." She raised an arm, and her sleeve billowed. Then, her eyes glowed with red light, as before when she had taken flight. The other girls backed away, except for Aya, who was still snapping pictures. A humming sound emitted from Iliasviel's eyes, and then a red light shone from inside her sleeve; moments later, a current of floating eyeballs began pouring from inside, each with a swiveling red pupil, small bits of flesh hanging from their bottoms.

Shou screamed and fell backwards, Murasa shouted in alarm and dove behind the ship wheel, Alice looked on with a face of horror, and Aya – naturally – kept shooting photos.

"That's terrifying!" cried Murasa. "This can't be happening! Not cute, little Iliasviel!"

Iliasviel giggled. "A hyakume's purpose is to frighten humans, but I suppose youkai will do as well!"

Alice gathered herself. "Forgive me if I am...perturbed, Ilia-chan..."

The hyakume laughed. "No worries! It's not something I do on a normal basis, anyways. Besides, I can do _this_, as well."

Everyone shielded themselves with whatever was close, but Iliasviel's eyes hummed once more, and the torrent of eyes vanished – each one had turned invisible. Murasa gaped.

"You can make them invisible...whoa..."

"They're not truly _invisible_," said Iliasviel. "The power is more akin to tweaking how they are perceived by others."

"Like Nue Houjuu," said Alice. "That is a similar ability."

"Regardless," said Shou, hand on her chest, panting, "I am happy you have this ability. I am not sure I could handle one hundred eyeballs speeding all over Gensokyo. Everyone would be terrified."

Aya Shameimaru looked about to faint. "This is...the biggest development ever! Iliasviel! The girl with one hundred eyes! I am fast," she struck a proud pose, "the _fastest_ in Gensokyo, but not even I can see one hundred places at once!"

Alice could see where this was going. "No," she said, instantly.

"Iliasviel!" said Aya, grabbing Iliasviel's shoulder. "How would you like to work for the Bunbunmaru Newspaper?!"

Shou and Murasa gaped. "But, she just got to Gensokyo!" said the tiger.

Iliasviel was speechless.

"It's the center of all information in Gensokyo!" continued Aya. "You'll learn about everyone! What they do, where they do it, who they do it with, why they do it, how they do it, how long they've done it, how long they will do it, how long they'll do it with who, who they did it with who, how long ago they did it with who, who they might do it with, when they might do it, when they might do it with who, and – "

"Iliasviel is not working for the Bunbunmaru Newspaper, Aya-san," snapped Alice. She pulled Iliasviel away from the crow tengu. "Besides, I promised her I'd show her around Gensokyo myself, and she's staying with me in the meantime. Got it?" She was hunched over Iliasviel like a protective mother bird.

Aya shrugged. "Fine, fine! I understand! When you're done though, send her on by. I'm sure she'd love to soak up the gossip." She laughed. "I'm just looking for the Moriya shrine maiden; an additional assistant to Momiji can wait."

"What does the Moriya shrine maiden look like?" asked Iliasviel, from under Alice's shield.

Aya jumped. "I don't need to tell you!"

"What?"

"I have a picture." Aya fiddled with her camera, and then handed it to Iliasviel. "Look, there. Perfect photo." It indeed was a perfect photo, of Sanae in her usual attire, sweeping the Moriya Shrine steps, smiling contentedly.

Iliasviel gazed at it. "Moriya," she whispered. Her eyes narrowed slightly. The gears were turning again...

"Time to test your skills!" said Aya, grinning, hands on her hips. "Your first duty on the job!"

"You are not hiring her!" interjected Alice again, upset.

"Smash her camera, Iliasviel!" jeered Murasa, laughing. "Do it!"

Shou merely watched, her sleeves folded. Her gold eyes were fixated on Iliasviel.

Soon, Iliasviel laughed. "Could you have given me something more difficult?"

Aya blinked. "What?"

Iliasviel's sleeves billowed again, and eyeballs materializing all around her began funneling back inside, with humming, and her eyes glowed once more. It was an eerie sight. Soon, it was over, and the hyakume girl took a deep breath.

"The Moriya shrine maiden is here," she said, "on this ship, below deck, in the guest bedroom, asleep."

Everyone was floored.

Iliasviel then smiled, and it was cute; but, there was something small there – something barely detectable:

_Malice._

"Found you," Iliasviel whispered.


End file.
